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It’s a well-known fact that in the fashion 
business, most of the top art 
directors are European-born. Steven 
Baillie’s talent helped him make the 
opposite commute: his vision not only 
earned Baillie accolades from powerhouse 
American brands including MTV and 
The New York Times, but its also won him 
a unique reputation overseas. 

His advertising clients are a who’s-who of 
power brands including: Target, Gap, MTV, 
Maybelline, Loreal, Sony. 

As a photographer he has continues to 
work for diverse and exceptional clients 
including: GQ, Giant, Complex, Penguin, 
Marc Ecko Collection 



Miao is a hip hop artist in hiding. 

She is also a (currently) non¬ 
practicing librarian, a bibliophile, 
and a frustrated beach bum. She 
likes to sing and dance when no 
one’s watching. Movie adaptations 
of beloved comic book series or 
books may agitate her unnecessarily. 
It’s no secret that Miao is easily 
flustered and can be scatterbrained 
at times, but there are minute parts 
of her existence that are always 
highly organized; her digital music 
collection and the contents of her 
handbag are examples. These days 
she spends her time playing with her 
Nintendo DS and Sony PSP, enjoying 
tabletop games with her friends, 
and figuring out how not to die in 
an FPS game within 10 seconds of 
spawning. 



Niki Yarte is the 
quintessential jack-of-all- 
trades and attention whore. 
He has dabbled in film, 
photography, and music; has 
made sporadic appearances 
on TV, radio and print; and 
has an account on practically 
every social networking, 
micro-blogging, and media 
sharing website. He is 
currently the copywriter for 
Montage Advertising, as well 
as the associate editor for 
events of NewWorlds.ph and 
a producer of 
www.fandom-live.com. 



After nine years in the corporate world, 
ana left the designated parking slot to 
be an independent journalist and and 
sexual health advocate. Check out her 
work on women’s sexual health rights 
and women in armed conflict on 
www.anasantoswrites.com 



Mikey “BillyB” Abola is freelance writer, 
and a Rock Jock for UR105.9FM. He 
spends most of his days convinced 
bass-playing can save the world. On 
other days, he just wishes he’d start 
earning more money. He performs with 
The Purplechickens, Arigato! Hato!, 
Jeebus, Taggu nDios, and Juan Isip. 
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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 


A nd just like that, the holidays are upon us once again. 

It seemed like it was just a few days ago when we were 
just closing the last issue and 2009. At the time, we were 
looking at 2010 with a mixture of both anxiety and hope 
about all of the big plans that we had for the year. Now as we stand at 
the end of another year, we can’t help but be happy for everything we’ve 
accomplished. 

It was a great year for PLAYBOY after all. Back in April we 
celebrated our second year of existence. In October, we also gave you 
something else to look forward to every year: PLAYBOY’S annual Playmate 
of the Year. This was on top all of the other parties that we’ve thrown 
throughout the year. We couldn’t have done all of these achievements 
without you, our loyal readers. 

This issue is our way of giving back and saying thanks to all of 
our loyal readers. Consider it a special present from us here at PLAYBOY. 
From the get go, you must have noticed that we gave you two covers 
instead of one. Our first cover girl is of course, the gorgeous Mercedes 
Cabral who launched her acting career with us here at PLAYBOY. For 
our second cover, we were feeling extra generous so we put two ladies 
on the cover: Zara Lopez and Jaycee Parker. Aside from that, there’s 
still our playmate, Joyce Burgos, our international girl, Natasha Alam. 
That’s a lot to take in, I know, but we want to make sure that we give you 
nothing but the best. 

Merry Christmas to all of you! See you in 2011. 


For comments, inquiries 
and letters to the editor 
email us at playboy@pbphil.com 


PLAYBOY Philippines will not return 
unsolicited materials. 
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V 

DEAR PLAYBOY 


Dear Playboy, 

I picked up your recent business issue and I thought 
that it was very interesting that you put both Mkee 
Romero and Mark Cuban in your magazine. I’m 
a huge Dallas Mavericks fan and Harbour Centre 
was amazing when they were winning all of those 
championships in the PBL. I have a question though. 
Why have you never had a sports issue? I think many 
of your readers are also sports fans.You should really 
make an issue dedicated to sports. 

Michael, via email 

Dear Michael, 

I’m glad that you enjoyed those two interviews. As for 
the sports issue, you must be psychic or something! 
Your friendly editorial team here at PLAYBOY has 
been planning our issues for next year and a sports 
issue is indeed within the works. Stay tuned. 

Dear Playboy, 

I heard that Sasha Grey was on the cover of the US 
version of PLAYBOY magazine last October. I sure do 
hope that you print that in the local version too. I’ve 
seen her naked a lot of times before but I’m really 
curious as to how the PLAYBOY photoshoot looks 
like. Please publish it locally! I will be a fan forever if 
you do! 

Toby, via email 
Dear Toby, 

We definitely share your sentiments about the Sasha 
Grey pictorial. That idea’s been talked about quite a lot 
in our editorial offices. We’re just waiting for the right 
time to unleash it because that shoot was actually 
quite special. Stay tuned and we’ll give you more 
reasons to continue being a fan of our publication. 

Dear Playboy, 

I’ve been a loyal reader of your magazine for quite 
some time now and I really do enjoy every part of 
your magazine. I was looking through the magazine 
racks and I was kind of confused to see that there 
was no model on your cover for the October issue. I 
didn’t regret buying it though because I really loved 
the lingerie shoot that you did. The ladies that you 
got for the shoot were really hot! 

Bob via email 

Dear Bob, 

Nice to know that you enjoyed the lingerie shoot Bob, 
the editorial staff really loved how that shoot turned 
out. If you’re interested to buy some PLAYBOY lingerie 
for your girlfriend, you can out our store at the 2nd 
floor of Landmark in Trinoma. 
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PLAYLIST 


Ah, the fruits of civilization and 
about a couple of hundred years’ of 
scientific trial and error. It’s good to 
be in the 21st century. Here’s how 
to live it up, Playboy-style. 











THE BLACK CROWES 

Croweology 

In conjunction with their farewell tour, the 
Black Crowes decided to release Croweology, 
a double-disc set containing (mostly) acoustic 
recordings of some of their best songs. While 
the whole acoustic thing has been done 
numerous times by many bands since the 90's 
(including the Crowes themselves) the Crowes 
are that good a live band that the songs - 
even the ones that stay pretty close to their 
original arrangements - all somehow sound 
fresh and new. Pick this up if you're a fan of 
good old soulful, gospel-tinged rock and roll. 


ARCADE FIRE 

The Suburbs 

The Arcade Fire's debut is considered one 
of the best indie releases of the past decade 
while their last album had Keep the Car 
Running, a song that was covered by everyone 
from Bruce Springsteen to The Foo Fighters. 
With such achievements already under their 
belt the primary purveyors of the baroque pop 
genre had a lot of expectations to live up to. 
They responded by releasing the sprawling 
concept album. The Suburbs. The album fuses 
many of the elements of their past two classics 
while framing everything inside the context of 
the maddening isolation of suburban living. 




ADM MUMC -A.MP 1I1LODT TO WICK HORNBY * WORDB 



BEN FOLDS FIVE 

Lonely Street 

The latest Ben Folds album finds the multi-talented singer/songwriter 
treading new territory as he collaborates with High Fidelity and About A 
Boy writer Nick Hornby. Though collaborations between musicians and 
novelists aren't very common, this particular collaboration isn't really 
too surprising since many of Hornby's more popular works have actually 
revolved around his love for music. The Hornby-penned lyrics also 
don't seem out of place when sang through Folds's voice. Lonely Street 
is filled with smart lyrics and awesome musicianship, just what you'd 
expect from these two masters of their respective arts. 
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SKYLINE 


SKYLINE 

After decades of sending messages 
to outer space in the hopes of finding 
extraterrestrial life. Earth finally gets 
a response. It's more than mankind 
bargained for as strange lights start 
landing all over Los Angeles and 
anyone who looks long enough is 
so enthralled that they're sucked in. 
Directed by the Strauss Brothers, a 
duo known previously for their special 
effects work, Skline's teasers and 
trailers have been creating a buzz in 
sci-fi communities for the past few 
months. The movie stars Eric Balfour, 
Scottie Thompson and Donald 


HARRY POTTER AND 
DEATHLY HALLOWS 

Things begin to get really scary for 
Harry Potter (Daniel Radcliffe) and 
his band of friends as Lord Voldemort 
(Ralph Fiennes) gains control of both the 
ministry of magic and Hogwarts. The 
only hope for Harry, Hermione (Emma 
Watson) and Ron (Rupert Grint) lies in 
finding the rest of the Horcruxes, a task 
made more difficult by the fact that Albus 
Dumbledore (Michael Gambon) is no 
longer able to protect the young trio. 
David Yates who directed two previous 
Harry Potter movies (Order of the 
Phoenix and Half-blood Prince) returns to 
helm both parts of The Deathly Hallows. 






DUE DATE 

Robert Downey Jr. plays Peter Highman, an expectant father who flies home to Atlanta for 
the birth of his first child. His plans change as he meets Ethan Tremblay (Zach Galifianakis) 
an aspiring actor who he ends up hitching a ride with on what ends up as an insanely chaotic 
cross-country trip. The Hangover director Todd Phillips teams up once again with Galifianakis 
on what promises to be another hilarious comedy of errors. The movie also stars Jamie Foxx, 
Juliette Lewis and Michelle Monaghan. 


FASTER 

After being released from his ten-year prison sentence, Dwayne Johnson's character. 

Driver, is out for revenge. Faster finds Driver looking to avenge the death of his brother in 
the botched bank job that got him into prison in the first place. While he's on the hunt for 
his quarry though. Driver himself is being hunted by two separate parties. The first action 
movie for director George Tillman Jr. looks promising for all of the fans of the former WWE 
superstar who want to see him in another straight-up no nonsense action movie. 
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N8 



The Sony NEX- VG1 0 is bound to make some noise in 
the market as the first ever lens-mountable camcorder. 
Based on the NEX line of DSLR cameras that Sony 
came up with earlier this year, the VG 10 also features 
Sony's E-mount lens system which offers auto focusing 
and image stabilizing features not found in older 
lenses. The NEX-VG10 can shoot in true HD and has 
superior sound capturing capabilities. Featuring the 
biggest sensor ever placed on a camcorder, the VG10 
can even take 14 megapixel still photos. It comes with 
a hefty price tag though with a suggested retail price 
of around two-thousand dollars. 


iPAD KILLER 

Once the iPad was released, we all knew that it was only 
going to be a matter of time before other companies started 
jumping into the tablet bandwagon. Previously a company 
which almost exclusively catered to the smartphone market. 
Blackberry attempts to take a shot at the iPad's dominance 
with their new Playbook. With its Adobe Flash and Adobe Air 
capability, thin frame, lightness, improved connectivity, and 
superior processing power the Blackberry Playbook seems to 
have been engineered to answer specifically to the criticisms 
leveled against the iPad. It remains to be seen how the 
Playbook will stack up to the competition since it won't be 
released until the first quarter of next year. 


I 
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THE ALTERNATIVE 


After recently lagging behind in the smart phone 
market, Nokia finally comes up with a serious 
contender in the N8. The N8 features a newly 
revamped Symbian^ OS with 16-GB storage 
(expandable to 32-GB). It also has a unique set 
of features that will probably help it carve its own 
niche in the smartphone market. It has a 12- 
megapixel camera with Carl Zeiss optics and Xenon 
Flash and the capability to take HD video. It also 
has its own video editing software as well as an 
HDMI output for displaying the movies you take 
into your HD TVs and monitors. Though it's not an 
iPhone killer by any stretch, it's a good alternative 
for a bit more than half the new iPhone's price tag. 
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Like previous games in the series. Civilization V allows you to select a 
historical figure to lead a nation through hundreds of years in time. Your 
task is to expand your influence and dominate the map by building an 
empire. There are four ways to victory: military, technological, cultural and 
diplomatic. You can also win by having the most points at the end of a set 
number of turns. 

The most noticeable change from the past is the change from square tiles 
to hexagonal tiles which makes military strategy a bit more difficult. This is 
especially true when coupled with a few other game changers — units can 
no longer be stacked and ranged units can now attack from several tiles 
away. The combat system is more tactical in nature and it forces you to 
maximize the potential of each unit. 

The interface of Civilization V is surprisingly easy to use and understand. 
More than any other Civilization game, this is the one to pick if you are 
a beginner trying to get into the series. The Al can be a little aggressive, 
but that's only because the new combat system can handle it. Multiplayer 
games can be buggy but the pros definitely outweigh the cons. This game is 
a must-have. 



DEFENSE GRID: THE AWAKENING 

(PC, MAC, X-BOX 360) 


Hidden Path Entertainment delivered a compact, complex 
tower defense game in the form of Defense Grid: The 
Awakening late in 2008. Almost two years later, it is still 
a game to be reckoned with. With four new map packs 
released online just a few months ago. Defense Grid just 
gave you significantly more bang for your buck. 

Set in a future where you are tasked to protect the last of 
your civilization from an aggressive alien force, the game 
is extremely challenging. Basically, you need to keep the 
power cores out of enemy hands. On each level, enemy 
alien units make their way to the power cores using the 
shortest possible route, get a core and then move out. 

If all the cores are taken, you lose. Unit placement and 
resource management play a big part in the planning 
process. Like any tower defense game, you need to take 
into consideration the different units' abilities and ranges, 
too. A particularly elegant and unique characteristic of 
this game is its 3D treatment of the maps, making path 
creation very difficult to figure out sometimes. 

Already well worth buying on its own, with the cheap map 
packs available on Steam, Defense Grid: The Awakening is 
practically a steal considering the many hours of enjoyable 
game play you will get out of the initial 20 levels, not to 
mention the thrill of playing through additional content. 



SOL SURVIVOR (PC) 

Another tower defense game worth checking out is the 
newly released Sol Survivor, a budget game at a shave under 
$1 0. Typical of a game of its genre, Sol Survivor allows you 
to employ more than 25 different turret types to stave off 
enemy unit waves. There are also units that support these 
main defenses, such as air support towers, lasers, nukes and 
firebombs. 

Unlike Defense Grid: The Awakening, Sol Survivor is straight 
to the point; victory pretty much depends on your choice of 
turrets and your placement of units. However, the pacing of 
the game — the gradual unlocking of commanders and unit 
types — plus the co-op, versus and survival modes, all add 
up to a solid package. For tower defense veterans, switching 
to ''intense'' mode is particularly recommended, just to shake 
things up a little. This will result in increased difficulty, and 
effectively add more game time. 

The content that you get for the price is amazing. There's 
even a substantial back story to go with the game mechanic, 
which is quite enjoyable but not necessary - which means 
you can either add the story to your game experience or 
click through and ignore it. All in all, a great deal for an 
inexpensive game. 
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SEA WORTHY 

For its 90th anniversary next year, 
iconic Italian brand Gucci teams up 
with another classic Italian brand 
in Riva to create a special edition 
Aquariva luxury speedboat. This 
made to order speedboat has a 
roaring two-speed, 380 horsepower 
engine encased in its mahogany 
trimmed fiberglass hull. In line 
with the boat's release, Gucci is 
also releasing an exclusive line of 
nautically themed accessories that 
mirror the boats theme and design. 
Perfect for all of you would-be 
sailors out there with $380, 000 to 
spare. 


CENTERFOLD 

Steve McQueen was one of the style 
icons of the 60's and 70's before he 
died in 1980. One of his most iconic 
accessories was the pair of Persol 
foldable shades that he first wore in 
the original version of The Thomas 
Crown Affair. This model became 
so identified with him that the pair 
he wore during the aforementioned 
movie was sold for $70,000 at an 
auction in 2006. You don't need 
that much for your own pair of 
these babies however since Persol is 
reissuing them complete with Steve 
McQueen's signature on the side. 
Only 10,000 of them will be made. 


SEA MASTER 

Another re-issue of a 
classic, the Omega 
Seamaster Ploprof 
1200 is a modernized 
reissue of the Omega 
Seamaster 600 released 
during the early 70's. 
The original was one 
of the most iconic and 
diver's watches ever 
created by Omega and 
the new version more 
than lives up to the 
legacy. With its solid 
casing and rugged 
construction, this watch 
can withstand the 
pressure even if you're 
1200 meters deep. 

For those planning to 
spend long periods in 
such depths, the watch 
also contains a helium 
release valve to protect 
your watch. 
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ThePlayboyAdvisor 


I’ve been married to my lovely wife 
for three years and I went out with her 
for seven years before that. I’m only in 
my late twenties so I’ve been going out 
with her since freshman year in college. 
Our sex life is pretty good but I feel a 
bit bored sometimes. I heard that some 
people have these things called open 
marriages. How do I convince my wife to 
try that out? 

—Dave , via email 

It sounds like you guys started dating 
pretty young and you didn’t get to sow 
your proverbial ‘wild oats’. As with any 
relationship communication is the key. You 
might find that there are other problems 
that neither of you are acknowledging. 
Since she started going out with you at a 
young age, you might find out that she’s 
feeling the same way about it too. We’re 
not encouraging marital disloyalty or 
anything but we believe that everyone has 
a right to deal with their own personal 
problems in their own way as long as it’s 
consensual for all parties involved. 


For example, NBA player Andrei 
Kirilenko has a special deal with his 
wife who lets him see another woman 
once a year. Maybe your wife might be 
amenable to a situation like that. You 
have to remember that it goes both ways 
though. If your wife agrees to let you see 
someone then you should be sure you’re 
ready to deal with her seeing someone 
else too. 


My wife and I are in our early thirties 
and we have built a pretty good 
corporate career. I would really like 
to have children. My wife has a lot of 
carreer opportunities right now though 
and she doesn’t want to sacrifice that 
just yet. Aside from adoption, what kind 
of options do we have? 

—Jay, via email 

Since you asked, you’re probably aware 
of the fact that the quality of female egg 
cells starts deteriorating at age 35. After 


the mid-thirties it’s not as easy for a 
woman to conceive. In fact, even having 
first child past thirty is difficult for many 
people. 

Thankfully though there are 
actually ways around that now. During 
the past five years a new process has 
been developed that allows doctors to 
cryogenically freeze a woman’s egg cells. 
This process is often used for patients 
who are undergoing chemotherapy for 
ovarian cancer but some women worried 
about their careers have undergone this 
procedure in order to preserve their 
egg cells for the future. It’s also been 
available in the country for a couple of 
years now. 


I just turned thirty and I realized that 
I’ve been living a pretty sedentary 
lifestyle. I recently decided that I want to 
start running. I’ve never been an athletic 
guy so I want to ask if it’s too late for me 
to start running. 

—Dong, via email 

The Japanese writer Haruki Murakami 
recently wrote a book entitled What I 
Talk About When I Talk About Running 
in which he talks about the importance 
of running in his life. In the book, he says 
that he started running past the age of 
30 and he went on to become a regular 
marathon runner so you definitely 
shouldn’t be discouraged. 

There are also some local websites 
like takbo.ph that can be helpful to 
people who are starting to run. These 
websites act like virtual communities 
where people can share their experiences 
about running. Always remember to 
consult your physician before you start 
running though just to make sure that 
you have no preexisting conditions that 
could be aggravated by running. 


Something on your mind? The PLAYBOY 
Advisor answers your questions about life, love, 
the pursuit of happiness and most anything 
in between. Tell us who you are and where 
you’re from, and what’s been nagging at you. 
Email us at theadvisor@pbphil.com, and we’ll 
publish the questions we find most interesting. 
PLAYBOY reserves the right to edit material 
for brevity and clarity. The most interesting 
question of the month gets the sender a free 
beer (or equivalent non-alcoholic beverage, 
for you non-drinkers) with the editorial team! 
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V 

THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


FIGHTING FORTHE FREEDOM TO CHOOSE 


BY BENJAMIN A. ESPINA III 


IT IS IMPORTANT THAT THE STATE SHOWS THAT IT HAS AN OPEN 
MIND AND A READY EAR TO LISTEN TO WHAT AILS SOCIETY AND 
BE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR WHAT NEEDS TO BE DONE. 


A ny elected government in a democratic country must always 
make policies that enhances and improves the quality of 
life of the people they're representing. The setup is akin to 
a symbiotic relationship - the electorate gives the people 
the mandate to make its decision have traction while the people 
pay taxes that feed the machinery of the whole grand structure 
of leadership. Ideally, each piece of legislation is done through 
careful consultation with constituencies and various interest groups 
to ensure that bills end up really helping the people that the 
proponents want to aid. 

In the chorus of these voices, it is important that the state 
shows that it has an open mind and a ready ear to listen to what 
ails society and be on the lookout for what needs to be done. In 
a country like the Philippines which is already the twelfth most 
populous country in the world despite 
being among the smaller nations, it's 
expected that the opinions would be 
quite diverse. Despite of the veneer of 
Catholicism brought about by three 
hundred years of Spanish rule, some 
Filipinos are certainly open to the idea 
of change - ideas like secularism, 
liberalism and other philosophies 
that try to afford individuals a greater 
degree of freedom over their own 
bodies and lifestyles. 

In most countries in Europe, the 
government usually errs on the side of 
giving greater liberties and control over 
citizen's choices. The whole concept of 
keeping the state - and other players 
like the church and other interest 
groups - out of a person's bedroom 
and classroom is certainly one of the 
things that is highly regarded in the 
values that need to be upheld. The 
assumption of the state is that people 
can make choices for themselves and 
there is no need for the state to behave 
in a paternalistic manner. People can 


certainly fend for themselves and the state empowers them to make 
those decisions for themselves. 

Unfortunately, such a scenario is not seen in the Philippines. 
As recent developments regarding the Reproductive Health Bill 
has shown, the Catholic Church has gone on record that they will 
fight the war to make sure that the war will not be passed even 
if it becomes bloody. The former head of the Catholic Bishops' 
Conference of the Philippines Oscar Cruz has also said in a column 
that ''fighting the Church is inutile.'' Such fighting words make one 
think that we're back in the time of the Crusades - or worse, the 
inquisition! 

While the Church certainly has the right to voice their 
concerns and express their opinions about how they feel the use 
of contraceptives is tantamount to killing a human life, the manner 
by which it is being done is alarming. 
It's almost as if the Church is wielding 
an axe and threatening all those who 
oppose their view. It is so easy to put 
one on a pedestal and claim that one's 
opinion has been imbued with divine 
approval without really qualifying why 
such as a stand is the only valid stance 
on the issue. This is a common tactic 
by the Church of course - how many 
times have we heard the institution 
threaten to demean and sink the 
chances of certain politicians when the 
latter dare to support a controversial 
bill that is contradictory to the Church's 
position? It's no different from being 
a school yard bully, really - the only 
difference is that the Church gets to 
have the privilege of a sacred sway 
and a devoted following. 

Or so we thought. According 
to surveys, the Reproductive Health 
Bill is supported across the board 
and most Filipinos - even those who 
attend mass and consider themselves 
Catholic are for the passing of the 
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Fighting for the Freedom to Choose 


bill. Some Christian sects have also gone 
out to express their support for the RH 
Bill. There is an upwelling of support for 
the bill because it enhances freedoms that 
allow people to do things that are deemed 
by most people to be morally-acceptable. 

Despite the label "Reproductive Health", 
the bill encompasses many aspects of 
an individual's life - it makes services, 
products and most importantly educational 
materials that would be important in 
making decisions for family planning more accessible to couples. 
This empowers couples into making more informed choices and 
letting them have a better control on how they are going to raise 
their families. It also gives women the chance to know better about 
their bodies in terms of the ideal spacing in between pregnancies 
and other concerns. 

On top of all this, the defining thread of the bill is what it 
gives to every Filipino once it becomes a law - choice. It is not 
a blanket policy that stops people from having children like the 
one-child policy that China has pushed over the last few decades. 
The RH Bill empowers people into having tools that they choose to 
have. It doesn't force people into fitting a mold or a certain system 
of beliefs that is being fed by an esoteric society that is clearly not 
representative of the entire country. Those who would be more 
open to artificial family planning would have to think long and hard 
about it and reconcile that idea with their personal religious beliefs 
while those who genuinely believe that natural methods are better 
can choose to stick to that and not have the Church or the State 
care. 

In such a charged and polarizing clash of ideas, it is easy for 
people on either side to assume that there is malevolence on both 
faces of the coin. For the sake of giving the opposing side the benefit 
of the doubt, it's important to look at how each side perceives the 
debate. The Church sees it in this perspective - they have to stay 
paternalistic at all times because people need their guidance. This 
guidance is of course derived from how they interpret millennia- 
old scriptures. The people who are on the other side prioritize the 
idea of having their own say on the matter and being intelligent 
enough to factor in many different ideas and concepts - not just the 
Church's - in arriving at a final decision. 

The Church has gone on record to say that people shouldn't 
be left to make decisions regarding morality and what things are 
right and wrong so the institution has willingly stepped into the role 
of arbiter, judge and to a certain extent, executioner or intimidator. 


While a good chunk of the world remains 
under the cowl of the Vatican, other 
countries have not let their religious 
heritage to hinder much of the legislation 
happening in the country. South America 
is virtually monolithic when it comes to 
Roman Catholicism, but there are quite a 
number of progressive bills on reproductive 
health and even gay rights that has passed 
in countries like Brazil and Argentina. Both 
countries are predominantly Catholic but 
for some reason, the Church doesn't get to influence policy and 
elections that much. It boils down to the political will of a people 
and a state supported by the populace and the willingness to uphold 
individual rights and liberties over dogma and esoteric teaching 
when secular affairs are at stake. 

Despite the hardships and the frustrations of the past, there 
seems to be a good reason to believe that we as a nation are a 
precipice of a milestone. The right of the Church to say what it 
wants to say in the proper forum is certainly protected - just like the 
freedom of expression afforded to all other citizens. However, the 
Church's use of the pulpit to bully and intimidate and personally 
vex at supporters of the RH Bill is something that is egregiously 
abusive to the people who go to Church to connect with their 
personal God and not to hear about the Church's immovable 
stance on RH. The Church has gone as far as saying that the 
"possibility" of "excommunication" and "civil disobedience" may 
be entertained and considered but it seems like less people are 
fazed now compared to the times of the Spanish regime. Many 
Catholics - even Catholic politicians and public figures - have come 
out to support the cause of reproductive health and show that one's 
religion and one's church's stand on the matter should not be the 
stand of an entire nation that sorely needs meaningful legislation. 
This would have never happened twenty years ago and perhaps 
a similar event would've not occurred a decade ago. From 2010 
onwards, it seems like the Filipino people have found their voice 
and the maturity to fight for what they believe in regardless who 
they're up against. It's a matter of principles, greater beneficence 
and the overarching ideal of freedom of choice. We stand before a 
very important fork in what will soon be part of Philippine history - 
make sure that you take a stand and fight for what you believe in 
before future generations judge you as a measly bystander who did 
nothing at such a crucial time in our nation's maturation. 


* 

THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


IT SEEMS LIKE 

the Filipino people fiave 

FOUND THEIR VOICE AND 
THE MATURITY TO FIGHT 
FOR WFiAT THEY BELIEVE IN 
REGARDLESS WHO THEY'RE UP 
AGAINST 


WHY THE FORUM MATTERS 

First appearing in the US edition’s July 1963 issue, PLAYBOY Forum is a section that has always been about openness and interactivity, 
and fostering an impassioned back-and-forth discussion with our readers. From the start it has served as a colloquium between editors 
and readers on matters of freedom of speech and sexual rights (for more on this, see the Forum in our December 2008 issue). Today, 
the Forum serves as the policy nexus for the magazine, hitting upon a wide range of topics and considerations, and as a place to 
highlight the intersection of the PLAYBOY Philosophy (also explored in our December issue) with the nuts and bolts of the world around 
us. We welcome all who wish to have their opinions on the Forum topic of the month published to send their thoughts to playboy@pbphil. 
com with the subject “FORUM.” 
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wust two and half years in opera¬ 
tion, Beer Below Zero took the plum 
prize for "Start-up Bossing Award” in 
the 2010 PLDT-SME’s Bossing 
Awards last Oct. 28 at the NBC 
Tent, Bonifacio Global City. Accept¬ 
ing the prestigious award were 
owners Vinson Co Say, Jayjay 
Angala and Luigi Nunez. Besting 
other nominees for the award, BBZ 
was recognized for its hip innova¬ 
tion of serving beers right above 
freezing point through a frosting 
process that heightens the beer 
drinker’s experience. The PLDT 
SME Nation recognized the Pinoy 
entrepreneurs who succeeded in 
their respective business ventures 
through their skill, creativity and 
technology. BBZ joins prestigious 
awardees such as Generics 
Pharmacy, Folded and Hung, Regal 
Films, Joey Pepperoni and Belo 
Medical Clinics. 


BBZ Owners Luigi Nunez, Vinsc 
the award from Mr, Felix Ang an 


Co Say i and Jay Jay Angala receive 
PLDT Executives at the NBC Tent, Tagulg. 


With over 90 outlets nationwide, BBZ 
is set to expand its cold treatment to 
major cities such as Cagayan de Oro, 
Palawan, Davao, Naga, Bulacan, 
Tagaytay and Baguio. In Q2 2011, its 
target for the domestic market is to hit 
200 outlets nationwide. BBZ also 
launched its operations in Guam last 
May 2010 and is set to conquer the 
foreign market such as San Francisco 
and other U.S. cities this November i 
and thereafter to Singapore, Korea, fi 
India, Hong Kong, Malaysia, Thailand' 
and Vietnam. With BBZ’s rapid growth 
and success, its motto of putting the 
Philippines on the map as serving the 
coldest beers in the world may well 
soon be attained. 


BBZ Bossings, JayJay Angala, Luigi Nunez and Vinson Co Say 


With other Bossings, Mr. Cecilia Pedro of La maty an Corp 
and MVP himself, Mr Manny V. Pangilinan. 


If Mexico has Corona and it's known worldwide to be served with a wedge of lime or lemon. 

we want the Philippines to be known as the country serving the coldest beers” 

- Luigi Nunez, president of Global Beer Zero Inc. 



THE 

GEARBOX 

Christmas Wish List 

By Marvin Covar 



T here is a sharp chill in the air. It bites 
through the skin and cuts to the bone. 
But despite the cold, despite the shiver 
in our bodies, our hearts are warm and 
tender with anticipation of the days to come. Yes, 
my friends. Truly, Christmas is not far from the 
horizon. Images appear in our minds’ eyes. Images 
of cheer and joy, of carolers belting out our favorite 
Christmas carols and of Simbang Gabi permeates 
through our memories and evokes an expectation 
of things to come. Aside from all of these things 
we’ve mentioned, Christmas is also synonymous 
with gifts. As children, we would wake up every 
Christmas morning with glee in our eyes because 
we knew we would be getting our just desserts. As 
we grew older, the gifts matured along with us. As 
the things we loved changed, as did the presents we 
received. And for us automobile enthusiasts, what 
we love remains constant: cars. If you were given 
an opportunity to construct your own fantasy wish 
list, we all know what it would contain. Allow us to 
present us with ours. PLAYBOY Philippines presents, 
Gearbox’s fantasy car wishlist. 

First off on our list is the 2010 Nissan GT-R, 
which is the latest successor in the Skyline series 
and arguably, the baddest of them all. In the years 
between 1989 and 2002, Nissan produced a high 
performance version of its Skyline range called the 
Nissan Skyline GT-R. This car achieved much fame 


and success on road and track and proved to be iconic for the 
company. The GT-R, although no longer carrying the “Skyline” 
name, has its roots deep-seated in the Nissan Skyline GT-R. Not 
unlike its predecessors, the Nissan GT-R is all-wheel drive with 
a twin-turbo six-cylinder engine. This can literally send shivers 
down your spine. The changes between Skyline models R32 
through R34 have been done away with, with the four-wheel¬ 
steering HICAS system removed, and the former straight-6 
RB26DETT engine replaced with a new V6 VR38DETT. Because 
of the car’s heritage, the chassis code for the all-new version 
has been christened CBA-R35, affectionately known as the 
‘R35’ to enthusiasts. With a horsepower of 530 bhp, 488 lb/ft 
torque and a drag coefficient of 0.26*, it’s pretty obvious why 
the GT-R has also retained its Skyline predecessor’s nickname 
of “Godzilla.” 

Next up is the Audi R8 Spyder, the very same car we 
saw and marveled at in Iron Man 2. Used as a safety car 
in Deutsche Tourenwagen Masters and British Superbike 
Championship racing series, the Audi R8 (Typ 42) is a sports 
car with a longitudinally mounted mid-engine, and uses Audi’s 
trademark Quattro permanent all-wheel drive system. The 
car was exclusively designed, developed, and manufactured 
by Audi AG’s high performance private subsidiary company, 
Quattro GmbH, and is based on the Lamborghini Gallardo 
platform. The R8 road car was officially launched at the Paris 
Auto Show on 30 September 2006. 

The air inlets in the nose, which direct air across the 
three radiators, and the lip of the front skirt are painted 
high-gloss black. The struts in the broad, low, single-frame 
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If you were given an opportunity to construct your own fantasy wish 
list, we all know what it would contain. Allow us to present us with 
ours. PLAYBOY Philippines presents, Gearbox’s fantasy car wishlist. 


grille are finely coated with chrome. The standard full-LED 
headlights are also technical works of art with reflectors that 
resemble open mussel shells. The daytime running lights 
comprise 24 individual LEDs that form a curve at the lower 
edge of the headlight. Light-emitting diodes are used for the 
low beams, the high beams, the daytime running lights and 
the turn signals. With a color temperature of 6,000 Kelvin, 
the LED light is very similar to daylight, making it easier on 
the eyes when driving at night. Additional features include 
excellent light distribution, low energy consumption and 
long service life. 

Audi offers the R8 Spyder with a choice of three colors for the 
top. The body is available in eleven paint finishes, with metallic 
and pearl effect finishes standard. The windshield frame is 
coated with anodized aluminum. The side sills are broad and 
angular. VI0 badges on the flanks allude to the power of the 
engine, a dark surface between the rear lights which emphasizes 
the car’s width. The chambers of the lights are colored dark red, 
with LEDs generating a three-dimensional light pattern. The 
exhaust system ends in two large, oval tailpipes, and the fully 
lined underbody ends in an upturned diffuser. The rear spoiler 
extends automatically at higher speeds. 

Lurther down the line of our wish list comes the 2010 fifth 
generation Chevrolet Camaro, made even more popular than 
ever by The Transformers series. Production of the new Camaro 
began on March 16, 2009 after several years on hiatus since 
the previous generation’s production ended in 2002. It went on 
sale to the public in April 2009 for the 2010 model year. This 
beauty includes an Autobot shield badge on the driver and 
passenger side panels underneath the Camaro nameplate, an 
Autobot shield on each of the four wheel’s center cap, another 
Autobot shield embroidered on interior center console, and 
Transformers logos on driver and passenger doors’ sill plates 
replacing the original “Camaro” labeled plates. A high-gloss 
black center rally stripe package with the Transformers ghost 
logo embedded is also included. 

Other features include a fully independent four-wheel 
suspension system and variable-rate power steering. Four- 
wheel disc brake systems are standard on all models, a 
StabiliTrak electronic stability/traction control system and 
Competitive/Sport modes for the stability system offered on 
SS models. Also included is a launch control on SS models 
equipped with the six-speed manual transmission, and 6 
standard air bags that include head curtain side-impact air 
bags and front seat-mounted thorax side air bags. An RS 
appearance package is available on LT and SS trim levels which 
include HID headlamps with integrated halo rings, spoiler, 
and RS-specific tail lamps and wheels. Rally and hockey stripe 
packages were made available in several colors as well 

Next up is the Aston Martin DB9. Aston Martin is a 
name that needs little introduction. It has always stood for 


fine, civilized high performance sports cars, designed and 
produced by skilled craftsmen. There is a special place in the 
market and in the hearts of owners for classic sports cars 
which conform to this ideal. Even James Bond drives one. 
But despite its name being synonymous with top-of-the-line 
classic cars, every Aston Martin is very much a product of 
cutting edge technology. 

A GT sports coupe launched by Aston Martin in 2004, the 
DB9 is the first model to be built at Aston Martin’s Gay don 
facility in Warwickshire, England. The name “DB” stems from 
the initials of David Brown, the owner of Aston Martin for a 
significant part of its history. The DB9 was designed by Ian 
Callum and finished by his successor, Henrik Fisker. 

The Aston Martin DB9 comes in two variants; the coupe 
and ‘Volante’ convertible, each with a 5.9L VI2 engine that 
produces 470 bhp (350 kW; 477 PS). The company produces 
only five thousand units per year, which is roughly the same 
production volume as other esteemed sports cars. The DB9 
is the first Aston Martin model to be designed and developed 
upon Ford’s aluminum VH (vertical/horizontal) platform. The 
body structure is composed of aluminum and composites 
melded together by mechanically fixed self-piercing rivets and 
robotic assisted adhesive bonding techniques. The innovative 
bonded aluminum structure possesses more than double the 
torsional rigidity of its previous incarnations, despite being 
25 percent lighter. It also comes for around £120,000, which 
is why most of us will only be able to drive it in our dreams. 

Last on our list is the 1968 Mustang Fastback, which 
gained popular culture status when used in the crime thriller 
Bullitt. It features a two-spoke energy-absorbing steering 
wheel along with federally mandated shoulder belts. The 
1968 Mustang was designed to be safer than previous 
models, both inside and out. In previous years, mirrors were 
attached to the vehicle frame, but the 1968 model included 
a suspended mirror which was attached to the windshield. 
It also has a 302 engine, which replaced the 289 version. 
The standard 302 V-8 is capable of producing 230 hp. As 
for high performance offerings, 1968 was the year Ford 
unleashed their 428 Cobra Jet Mustang, whose engine was 
conceived from a 428 police-car short block engine. It has 
an aluminum manifold, 427 low-riser cylinder heads, and 
a special camshaft. No doubt, the car was a huge hit at the 
drag strip and among other car enthusiasts. So popular, in 
fact, that Ford released a 2008 tribute model, and plans to 
release another limited-run in 2010. 

So there you have it, our fantasy wish list for this year. 
We’d put more cars in, but we don’t want to be greedy. It is 
Christmas after all. Happy holidays, everyone! Be safe! 


PLAYBOY 23 







A Beatitude 


By Mikey “BillyB” Abola 


S eeing her in our offices again, it seems like it was 

only yesterday that she graced us with her presence. 
At that first time, it was already apparent that with 
all the accolades and the international-art-film-scene cred, 
she was ethereal and familiar at the same time. Somehow, 
somewhere inside of her, the earth had been infused with 
ether, and we were blessed to witness such a union (and 
actually maintain our composure to carry a conversation). 
When we saw her again recently, we still felt that way (read: 
blessed), prompting us to think that perhaps time does 
have a way of stopping—that the ravages of its tides don’t 
necessarily coincide with the waves of change. But with this 
double-feature, Mercedes Cabral is waving goodbye to posing 
in men’s magazines. And with such a farewell, we can’t 
help but feel indubitably lucky that two years ago she was 
featured on one of our covers. 

Two years ago, she flew to the 61st Cannes Film Festival to 
bolster her breakthrough performance in Brillante Mendoza’s 
Serbis. There, she first gained worldwide attention, where 
among other things she was voted the “Most Beautiful” 
actress to step on the festival’s red carpet. A year later, she 
would return to support two films, Park Chan-Wook’s Thirst 
and Mendoza’s Kinatay. Showcasing Mercedes’ talents, both 
movies would garner their own awards—the Jury Prize and 
the Prix de la Mise en Scene, respectively. Eventually, she 
would return home to become quite the indie star, appearing 
in various films, three of which were entries to the 2010 
Cinemalaya Festival. 

When asked if she ever imagined she’d reach such heights 
with her acting career, Mercedes muses, “Hindi eh. Actually, 
dati, hindi ko naiisip na papasukin ko ‘to. Sobrang hindi. 
Talagang aksidente yung nangyaring lahat.” Apparently, she 
had started off as a Sculpture major in the University of the 
Philippines, where by her own admission she was a prime 
example of a “madungis na tao.” She then ventured into 
looking for the odd modelling job here and there, and upon 
getting the help of an agent, she ended up going to auditions 
for plays, and eventually movies. 

If anything, Mercedes was blessed with opportunities she did 
not necessarily see as such at first. After all, there isn’t much 
premeditation or foresight when it comes to getting into 
things unwittingly. But maybe luck doesn’t really exist, and 
people can’t really be considered more blessed than others. 
Perhaps it has already been laid out somewhere how one step 


in a person’s life leads to another. She continues, “Habang 
tumatagal, nagustuhan ko yung craft,” as if to say, she didn’t 
mean to fall in love with the work. 

No doubt, right now Mercedes finds joy in acting. “Ang saya 
nga din ng trabaho na mararanasan mo ang lahat—kung 
anong klaseng tao ang iba’t-ibang tao,” she shares. “Minsan 
pwede kami maging doktor, maging nanay, maging bata, 
maging baliw na tao.” This joy is only underpinned by a 
seriousness concerning craft, an understanding that, among 
other things, acting is actually storytelling. And thus her 
love for the thespian arts is also her love of the narrative. 
“Sobrang gusto ko rin yung indie [ethos in films] talaga, kasi 
to too mga storya,”she explains. 

Of course, Mercedes also speaks of surprise when she 
realized her craft of choice came with its share of unexpected 
things—being named “Most Beautiful” standing as only 
one of them. There’s talk of her being boxed-in merely into 
the category of an actress who’s just willing to strip nude. 
Instead, she should be regarded alongside all other actresses 
who are willing to reveal what’s needed for a well-crafted 
story to be told. “Nata-typecast ako eh. Kahit sa mga roles, 
after Serbis,” she explains. 

Of course, some of Mercedes’ scenes in Serbis were rather 
sexually explicit. Some would comment that these were 
appropriately and artfully executed. Others, on the flipside, 
might just condemn any on-screen sexuality as mere tactics 
to titillate. Either way, she seems to be single-minded in her 
desire to help good stories unfold in the silver screen. 

What does this have to do with bidding farewell to posing in 
men’s magazines, though? Why choose to do so by returning 
to the cover? Well, it may all just be about Mercedes taking 
control. “Before, [during the first shoot] hindi ko ma-grasp 
yung idea na mag-cocover ako. Hindi ako makapaniwala 
doon sa nakita ko—parang ibang tao eh. Kumpara sa ngayon, 
[masasabi kong] ginawa ko na ‘to talaga,” Mercedes shares, 
comparing what she felt during the two Playboy shoots and 
hinting that she’s adopting a more pro-active disposition to 
things now. 

Perhaps the tides of time have reached the point where 
instead of chance and luck, talent and ability now become 
the hallmarks of Mercedes’ career. Despite the changes, one 
thing remains the same: We feel blessed that she chose to say 
goodbye through us. 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Joser Dumbrique 
STYLED BY: Mark Shadii Bacolod 
HAIR & MAKE-UP BY: Artistry-Nina Dumpa 
ASSISTED BY: Beverly Ochoa 

ADDITIONAL STYLING BY: Tessa Aquino of Costura Graphika 
PRODUCTION ASSISTANT: Roma Oyson 
SPECIAL THANKS TO: Dustin Andaya of Island Rose, Jazmin Trinidad, 
Bianca Gonzales-Dadivas, Ching Danseco, Jaycee Saur and Bellhaus 
Entertainment. 


BOY 


PLAY 


25 













































28 PLAYBOY 
























PLAYBOY 29 
























AS RESEARCHERS UNLDCK THE MYSTERIES OF THE 
HUMAN DREAM STATE AND THE NEED FDR REST, 

THEY FIND BURIED EVOLUTIONARY CUES, KEYS TD 
WAKEFULNESS AND THE BORDERLINE BETWEEN MEMORY 
AND MADNESS 



A BATTLEFIELD 

BY KEVIN C□ □ K 

PHDTDGRAPHY BY ARTHUR M. CERDENA 


A screen door hangs open. Voices inside, shouting. You haven’t 
slept for 40 hours, but you’re wired, adrenalized, Glock drawn, 
following the voices to the kitchen- 

-where a black male, early 20s, has a black female by the 
arm. He’s got a gun. She’s holding a baby. You announce yourself. “Police!” 

He aims at you. The baby’s head is inches from the barrel of his gun. 

Do you shoot? No, you hesitate for the split second it takes him to say 
“Motherfucker!” 

and kill you. Pop pop. Bullets hit your chest and you think, 
Ow that stings! 

Too bad. You were too slow. The air cannon over the simulator got 
you with nylon bullets that leave red blotches on your chest. Those welts 
would be bloody holes if this were real life instead of a simulation in a lab 
at Washington State University, Spokane, where you just died in the name of 
sleep science. 

“Deadly-force scenarios can tell us a lot,” says Brian Vila, director of 
the university’s Simulated Hazardous Operational Tasks Laboratory. A 
tattooed ex-marine and former police chief, Vila is studying the reaction time 
and judgment of cops. “What’s the impact of the adrenaline burst that hits 
you when a situation turns deadly? Can it offset a night without sleep? Two 
nights?” Like many of us, police officers are often sleep-deprived, working 
overtime and double shifts. Vila who wrote the book Tired Cops, expects his 
work to save lives on both sides of the badge. Next door to his lab, where 
cops trade their service revolvers for simulation-ready laser Glocks, is WSU 
Spokane’s Sleep and Performance Research Center. Here law enforcement 
types and other experimental subjects sleep under infrared cameras in beds 
hooked to brainwave monitors. The data aren’t in yet, but sleep is starting to 
give up its secrets. 






Sleep science didn’t start until 1890s. In those 
days nobody knew if your brain shut off like a light 
at night or opened at the ears to let dream demons 
in. Researchers didn’t identify rapid eye movement 
(REM) sleep until 1953. (They considered reporting it 
earlier, but they were worried about wasting paper on 
something so weird.) Since then the field has boomed, 
with the most striking discoveries coming in the past 
few decades: 

• Seventy million Americans have trouble 
sleeping. Some are proud of it, but they may be 
deluded or insane. The more we learn and about it, 
the more essential it turns out to be. 

• Fatigue costs the U.S. economy an estimated 
$136 billion a year. 

• Chronic sleep deprivation screws up hormones 
and may help cause obesity- a finding that could 
get McDonald’s off the hook. 

• According to one theory, dreams can break 
through into waking life- that’s schizophrenia. 

• Lack of sleep interrogates the effect of alcohol. 
With enough sleeplessness, three drinks can hit you 
as hard as six. 

• Ducks sleep with half a brain. One hemisphere 
sleeps while the other- including a wide-open eye 
on the opposite side- keeps a lookout for predators. 

• Elephants sleep about four hours a day, 
opposums 18. Bees are like us: six to eight hours. 
The researchers who did the bee study said he 
knew they were asleep because their antennae got 
droopy. 

• Some people sleepwalk. Others sleep-eat, 
sleep-drive or sleep e-maik 

Still the prime question looms: What is sleep? To 
Shakespeare it was “nature’s soft nurse.” To Poe, “slices 


think nothing of driving drowsy: In one poll 28 percent 
of licensed drivers admitted to nodding off at the wheel. 
That translates into more than 50 million drivers. Add 
a few drinks and Saturday night turns into a demolition 
derby. 

Perhaps you think you can tough it our- focus 
harder, roll down the window. Dement says your wrong. 
“The problem is sleep deficits impair your judgment,” 
he says. “You may think you’re fine but you’re weaving 
down the road.” 

Most drivers have experienced microsleeps, 
nodding off at the wheel for a second or two. You wake 
up when your tires hit the shoulder or a curb. “That’s 
a common occurrence,” says Vila. “Usually nothing bad 
happens because most roads are straight. The trouble is 
when microsleeps happen at a curve. Then you’re flying 
off the road when you open your eyes.” 

The airborne car in one outcome of sleep dep. 
There’s also the melting nuclear core, the exploding 
spaceship and the big-box store zombie. Sleep- 
deprived workers helped cause the Three Mile Island 
meltdown in 1979, the Challenger space shuttle 
explosion in 1986, the Chernobyl nuclear disaster in 
1986 and the Exxon Valdez oil spill in 1989. Reality 
shows stress contestants by keeping them awake. A 
lack of sleep makes for better TV- high emotions and 
low inhibitions. 

Or take the lousy work of a discount chain 
employee who describes his attitude as “sleepy as hell 
but used to it.” Like countless others, he works in a 
world where sleep deprivation is the new normal. He 
behaves like a tired old circus tiger dozing on his chair, 
eyelids drooping, only waking when a whip is cracked. 
Then he nods off again, missing his cues while the 
other tigers roar and jump through hoops. When the 


“The trguble is when micrgsleeps happen 
at a curve. Then you’re flying off the road.” 


of death.” We know that we eat to get fuel and breathe 
to oxygenate our blood, but at the end of the day- 
and the night - sleep is still as mystery. It’s possible 
the brain needs to shift gears while its cells repair 
themselves. Maybe sleep is for memory filing, with 
some of the day’s memories getting saved while others 
are sent to the trash. Or even evolution built us to lie 
low at night, safe from nocturnal predators. For now 
everything anybody knows for sure he can be boiled 
down to an in-joke: Sleep is like sex, money and Johnny 
Walker Blue. Most of us don’t get enough. 

You don’t have to be a cop, a firefighter or an air 
traffic controller for sleep to be a matter of life and 
death. All you have to do is drive to work. 

“Falling asleep at the wheel is epidemic,” says Dr. 
William Dement, who founded the world’s first sleep 
lab, the Stanford University Sleep Research Center. 
Dement drives defensively, particularly at night, because 
he knows America’s roads are full of half-asleep drivers 
who cause 100,000 crashes and more than 1,500 deaths 
a year. People who wouldn’t dream of driving drunk 


spotlight hits him at the end of the show, he prances to 
his cage as if he hasn’t missed a beat. 

How can people live this way? They think, 
dully, that they’re sharp. “We humans are good at 
comparing today to yesterday but not so good at 
remembering how we felt last week or last year,” says 
Dr. Thomas Balkin, chairman of the National Sleep 
Foundation. “So we forget how it feels to be fully 
alert.” In other words, millions of Americans are at 
risk of turning into the hourly wage slave: pessimistic, 
depressed without knowing why, reaching for drugs, 
liquor or sleeping pills because they’re sleepy as hell 
but used to it. 

At the cozy Research Center at WSU Spokane, 
sleep volunteers are paid to eat, read, play board games, 
watch DVDs and spend full nights in bed, hooked to 
instruments that record their vital signs and brain 
waves. In this calm setting most people settle into the 
same pattern, sleeping from eight to nine hours a night. 
That’s what the body wants. It fits historical levels: 
Before electric lights remade the day, almost everyone 
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slept nine to 10 hours a night. But who even gets eight 
hours or sleep today? Who gets seven? For many of 
us, the new normal is about six- sometimes five- which 
may be why ours in an age of new and different sleep 
screwups. 

American doctors write more than 50 million 
sleeping pill prescriptions every year. About 12 
million Americans have obstructive sleep apnea, in 
which sleepers actually stop breathing for 10 to 30 
seconds. They wake because they’re suffocating. 
Those with severe apnea semi-suffocate at least five 
times an hour, jarring themselves awake 30 to 40 
times a night, waking up frazzled. There are drugs 
for insomnia and apnea, but they can gum up your 
brain, leading to more trouble and stronger drugs. 
Lack of sleep haunted insomniac Michael Jackson, 
who allegedly private doctor to put him to sleep 
with propofol, a powerful anesthetic used to knock 
out patients out during surgery. What Jackson 
experienced was oblivion, not sleep. He went into 
an induced coma, which lacked whatever mysterious 
benefits real sleep provides. He dwindled to 112 
pounds and died at 50. 

Sleep can morph into still weirder shapes. 
Sleepwalking is as old as sleep, its cause still unclear. 


masturbate like porn stars in their sleep (see 
sexsomnia.org). And some straight men slide bi 
in their sleep, which is why you should think twice 
before crashing on a buddy’s couch. “In some cases, 
a heterosexual person will attempt a homosexual 
act while sleeping,” writes Dr. Carlos Schenck of the 
Minnesota Regional Sleep Disorders Center. “This is 
most frequently cited among friends who are sleeping 
at each other’s houses.” 

In the last circle of sleep hell, insomnia leads 
to madness and death. A rare disease called fatal 
insomnia begins with lack of sleep, then night 
sweats. Next come months of jumpy sleep and then, 
as the brain turns to a Swiss-cheesy sponge, total 
sleeplessness. It’s been called the worst disease in the 
world because sufferers know exactly what’s happening 
until the bitter end. They’re fully awake. The last 
stages result in exhaustion, hallucinations and loss of 
bladder control. In This Will Kill You , HP Newquist and 
Rich Maloof describe death by fatal insomnia. “Your 
body will twitch uncontrollably, and you will howl in 
pain as your body tries to find relief from its inability to 
sleep,” they write. “Eventually you will become unable 
to speak unable to walk and will fall into a coma. Death 
will happen very suddenly, but not suddenly enough. 



Sleep-eating wasn’t recognized until 1991. Recent 
years have seen countless more cases of refrigerator 
raids by otherwise normal people who rise from bed 
in the middle of the night, sleepwalk to the fridge 
and eat like zombies. Some prepare full meals using 
blenders, toasters and microwaves. Others pig out 
on raw bacon, fistfuls of salt, ketchup in milk, dog 
food or nonfoods like Vaseline shaving cream and 
buttered cigarettes. One possible cause of the uptick 
in sleep-eating is the use of the sleeping pill Ambien, 
which seems to trigger it in some people. But sleep¬ 
eating is nothing compared to with some other sleep 
disorders. A 19-year old “catboy” didn’t just dream 
he was a jungle cat- he sleep-prowled the house, 
growled, leapt on sofas and lifted a marble table with 
his teeth, His parents took him to sleep lab, where 
scientists observed him sleeping. Sure enough, Cat 
Boy rose in the predawn hours still sound asleep. He 
hissed, clamped jaws on his mattress and dragged it 
around the lab. 

Another sleep disorder provides one of the best 
reasons yet for premarital sex. A young husband 
reported that his newlywed had a disturbing and 
mysterious predilection: She would sit up in bed, still 
asleep, and slug him in the face. 

Then there’s sleep sex. A young wife was raped by 
her husband, who climbed onto her in the middle of the 
night and pumped away like a robot. She knew he was 
asleep because he never stopped snoring. 

Some women are sexually shy by day but 


Warriors have always regarded sleeping as a 
weakness. Odysseus stabbed the Cyclops in the 
eye while the giant slept. He and his men slipped 
out of the Trojan horse while the city of Troy slept. 
Three thousand years later American GIs were 
given amphetamines during World War II- drugs 
that “cured” the need for sleep, keeping them up 
for combat. America’s enemies ate speed as well. 
Many of Japan’s kamikaze pilots were flying on 
methamphetamines when they crashed their planes 
into U.S. ships, and Nazis ate primitive crank. By the 
end of the war Hitler’s doctor was giving der F hrer 
injections of meth every day topped off with cocaine 
eyedrops. 

Speed freaks from Hitler to Elvis have explored 
the dark frontier where wired wakefulness borders on 
madness. It killed them but not necessarily because 
they were on the wrong track pharmaceutically 
speaking. Maybe they were just ahead of their time. 

The quest so beat sleep tamps up every year. 
According to a Pentagon report, an army that needs 
only two hours of sleep a night would be unbeatable. 

To fight such a force, an enemy would need 40 percent 
more troops. That’s why military planners fell in love 
with modafinil, a drug that helped the French Foreign 
Legion stay awake and alert for up to 40 hours during 
the first Gulf War in 1991. But modafinil’s no meth. 

It’s milder, more like coffee, with side effects (nausea, 
vertigo) you don’t want if you’re flying a plane. Today’s 
U.S. pilots still pop old-fashioned forms of speed like 
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Dexedrine, which have their own downsides. When two 
F-16 pilots fired at Canadian soldiers in Afghanistan, 
their lawyers claimed government issued Dexedrine may 
have clouded their judgment. 

More recently, the Pentagon’s Defense Advanced 
Research Projects Agency funded tests on ampakines, a 
newer class of chemicals. In one test, “sleep-deprived 
monkeys that has been administered ampakines... 
restored performance to levels comparable to or better 
than those for well-rested monkeys without ampakine 
treatment.” However, ampakines are not yet considered 
a viable option for humans. 


body clocks with high-tech glasses that fire bright white 
light- the same spectrum as a sunrise- around their 
retinas. American pilots who wore the specs during 
bombing runs over Kosovo worked without sleep up to 
36 hours. Researchers think drugs will help win future 
wars. “They’ll be part of the armamentarium,” says one 
expert, picturing a generation of soldiers who never 
yawn, dream or waver from duty. 

For now the sleepy warrior’s number one ally is 
plain old caffeine. 

Many Army Rangers and Nave SEALs (as well as 
pro football and baseball players) eat coffee crystals 



And the madness continues. One Harvard study 
examined the performance of closely monitored medical 
interns and found that on extended work shifts (24 
hours or more), they made 36 percent more medical 
errors that when they were fresh. Fatigue had crippled 
their brains. Those bumbling interns were like the 
soldiers in a study conducted by the British military: 
After one night of limited or no sleep, he soldiers 
performed their duties easily. After two they got jumpy. 
Eventually they looked out into the dark and had visions 
of “little men, little animals, beds, lawn chairs and 
carnival props.” One sentry saw sheep and thought they 
were polar bears. 

“But then there’s adrenaline,” says a soldier who 
fought in Afghanistan. “Nobody nods off in a firefight” 
True- nobody falls asleep returning Taliban fire, 
defusing an IED or landing a plane on an aircraft carrier. 
But the adrenaline that briefly erases fatigue doesn’t 
last long and may not help as much as the next time. A 
stark example of adrenaline’s limits came during World 
War II when Allied troops parachuted into battle over 
Normandy on D-day. Some had barely slept in past 
days, but they were terrified and ultra-awake. Floating 
down past enemy trenches, adrenaline pumping as the 
Germans shot at them and killed some of their buddies, 
the paratroopers landed behind German lines and 
promptly fell asleep. They were still in danger, but the 
immediate peril was past and the sleep imperative took 
over. More alert paratroopers ran for cover, but others 
were so deeply asleep they couldn’t be roused even 
when under fire. 

Today’s military leaders know sleep is vital to 
soldiers’ performance. For decades the U.S. Army’s 
combat manuals recommended four hours of sleep per 
24. Soldiers in battle often stayed awake for 48 hours 
or more, a prescription for disaster. But according 
to the latest manual, “soldiers require seven to eight 
hours of good quality sleep every 24-hour period.... 

Sleep should be viewed as being as critical as ay 
logistical item of resupply, such as water, food, fuel 
and ammunition.” Meanwhile, war-science researchers 
keep hunting for ways to limit or erase the need for 
sleep. In tests, British scientists have reset soldiers’ 


for a quick boost. The coffee may be instant, but the 
boost isn’t, since coffee hits the stomach first. There’s 
a better caffeine-delivery system: Stay Alert gum, sold 
at military bases and online, delivers 100 milligrams 
of caffeine per piece, roughly the same as in a cup 
of coffee. Two pieces every two hours can get you 
through sentry duty- or an exam cram or a 1,000- mile 
drive- awake and alert. 

During non-REM sleep, which accounts for about 
75 percent of sleep, the brain shifts down like an idling 
car. But during REM cycles, which add up to two hours 
a night, the brain lights up. Behind closed lids our 
eyes move as if we were awake. Fortunately for our 
bed partners, one part of the brain, the locus coeruleus, 
paralyzes most muscles during REM. That’s why we 
don’t act out our dreams. (Sleeping cats with that 
bit destroyed chase dream mice that aren’t there.) In 
effect, the dreaming brain spends two hours revving its 
engines while the body is out of gear. Why? 

British scientist Jim Horne compares REM sleep to 
a computer in screen-saver mode. It seems cell repair 
gets done during non-REM, memory filing during REM. 
This notion has gained support from sleep experiments. 
We’re more alert when wakened from REM- ready to 
react to danger. (The best way to wake someone? 

Repeat his name. We’re wired to snap to attention when 
we hear our names.) However, though subjects get 
stressed and fatigued when deprived of non-REM sleep, 
they seem to do fine when deprived of REM, in the 
strictest sense of survival. Maybe we don’t need it. 

Recent studies suggest that REM and dreaming 
are crucial at one stage of life: when you’re a fetus. 

REM sleep has been observed as occurring in human 
fetuses, though it’s hard to imagine what they’re 
dreaming. It’s possible that such dreams provide 
stimulation (images, sensations, even emotions) before 
birth, while the brain makes its first connections. Such 
prewiring would give infants a head start at birth. 

The idea that dreams are practice for life- the original 
virtual reality- makes evolutionary sense and matches 
a remarkable fact frm the animal world. In animals, 
REM sleep correlates to how immature or “unfinished” 
the offspring are at birth. Porpoises have to swim and 
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dodge sharks from the moment of birth, so they’re 
born rather mature and do almost no REM sleeping. 
Platypuses, born tiny, blind and defenseless, get about 
eight hours of REM a day. Humans falls between the 
two, toward the dreamier end of the scale 

If the prewriting theory is right, dreaming may be 
a relic o fatal development. Useless in adults, like men’s 
nipples, it survives because evolution weeds out only 
stuff that affects reproduction. REM doesn’t do that. In 
fact, for unknown reasons it’s the sexiest kind of sleep. 

For most men, the first and last intense sexual 
experiences in life occur during sleep. A boy’s first wet 
dream comes long before he has real sex. An elderly 
man for whom masturbation is a form of nostalgia has a 
last heroic hump in his dreams. According to Plato, who 
fretted about his own dirty dreams, the dreaming man 
“acts as is he wee totally lacking in moral principle.” 

Sex researchers have shown that men get erections and 
women experience clitoral swelling during REM, even 
when their dreams aren’t sexual. In studies, technicians 
fit a set of rubber rings around the penises of male 
subjects. 

Each ring is attached to a wire leading to a stylus 
that graphs tumescence. It turns out the sleeping penis 


99 cents, the price of an iTune? And what if your wife 
found out? This could open new realms of intellectual- 
property and divorce law. 

To Dr. Gregroty Belenky of WSU Spokane, sleep 
is life’s fundamental mystery. Even cutting-edge 
researchers like Belenky can’t say why or how staying 
awake makes us drowsy, irritable and lousy at otherwise 
easy tasks and eventually maddens or kills us. 

The answers must be coded in our genes. 

Molecular genetics is likely to crack the code in the next 
20 years, a process that’s already under way. While 
most of us need at least seven hours of sleep a night 
to function at top efficiency, there are outliers- maybe 
one person in 20- who need only three or four. Some of 
these “short sleepers” share a gene that was identified 
just last year. 

For now though, the rest of us probably need 
more time in the sack. In a yet-to-be-published study 
Dement brought members of Stanford’s basketball team 
into his lab. They went through the usual sleep-lab 
program, lying in bed for as long as they liked. It was 
almost always more than they were used to getting. 

“We eliminated their sleep debt, “ Dement says. Then 
the Cardinal hoops ter s went back to Maples Pavilion. 


“By 2 □ 3 □ YD U MIGHT BE ABLE TD TRAIN YOURSELF 
TD HAVE PARTICULAR SEX DREAMS. 

If that means virtual sex with the Playmate 

□ F YDUR DREAMS, WDULD YDU DD IT?” 


doesn’t lie - in fact, such tests can distinguish medical 
impotence from the psychic kind. Medically disabled 
penises stay limp even during sex dreams, but for the 
majority of patients who can’t perform when awake 
because they’re conflicted about sex or can’t stand their 
wives, erections rise and fall with REM sleep. 

It happens to all of us: You’re hanging upside down 
from a rope strung across the Grand Canyon. The rope 
breaks; you’ll die unless you grab the giant bat flying 
by, and you think, This is a dream. It’s called a lucid 
dream, a lucid dreaming is no fantasy. “We proved it in 
our lab,” says Dement. He and his Standford colleagues 
instructed experimental subjects to try to take action 
during their dreams. So, say they were dreaming about 
driving down a road with telephone poles on both sided. 
They were told to look at the poles to the left and right 
a certain number of times. Sure enough, the subjects’ 
eyes went left-right-left-right during REM. Newer studies 
suggest we can shape the content of our dreams. It 
takes practice, but if dreams are “movies the shows 
itself,” as one expert claims, future dreamers may have 
the chance to direct. One woman who had recurring 
nightmares of being eaten by sharks trained herself to 
turn the sharks into dolphins that carried her to the 
surface. “I woke up so happy!” she reported. 

Men may employ different strokes. By 2030 you 
might be able to train yourself to have particular sex 
dreams. If that means virtual sex with the Playmate 
of your dreams, would you do it? If so, should she get 


“They ran their standard timed sprint, and we kept 
seeing personal bests. Even their three-point shooting 
improved.” 

Last year some NBA teams ditched morning shoot- 
arounds so their players could sleep in. The Celtics 
joined them after coach Doc Rivers met with Harvard’s 
Dr. Charles Czeisler, known in the league as the Sleep 
Doctor. “If you go three, four, five days in a row with 
less than six hours of sleep, your reaction time is 
comparable to that of someone legally drunk,” Rivers 
told The New York Times. “You’re trying to play a game 
where just a tenth of a second throws your whole game 
off.” 

For most of us, the game is real life. It happens 
every day, from the battlefield to the police beat. You 
get more sleep, you remember how it feels to be fully 
alert. You step back into Vida’s deadly-force stimulator. 
A messy kitchen. A white male, 30ish, no shirt. 
You announce yourself: “Police!” 

He shows you his hands, empty. “What’s the 
problem?” He starts to put his hands behind him as 
though he expects you to cuff him. But one hand’s 
palm-forward, as if he’s reaching for- 

-the pistol in his belt, yelling as you shoot him, 
yelling, “I’ll kill-“ 

In your dreams tough guy. 

E3 
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•sREST IN PIXELS** 

BY NIKIYARTE 


G ene Roddenberry was mistaken. Space is not the 
final frontier. Death is. As the finale for the hit 
Broadway show “Avenue Q” goes, “except for 
death (and paying taxes), everything in life is only for 
now”. Indeed, death is serious business, and no one knows 
this better than the funeral parlors and memorial chapels 
dotting Araneta Avenue, Sucat Road and Quezon Avenue. 
Just imagine being constantly reminded of that inevitability 
when we have to finally bid our mortal shells goodbye while 
cruising down that border of Manila and Quezon City, for 
example. 

Now just imagine randomly coming across 
perceptively inane postmortem services. “They haven’t 
exactly been tiptoeing around our sensitivities toward death 
by putting up tarps along Quezon Avenue!”, said Jihan 
Pring, marketing executive for an online portal, referring 
to ads for an online wake or “eBurol” as it was branded by 
Saint Peter’s Life Plans and Chapels. 

An online search revealed that most people who 
have seen the ads initially thought it was either ridiculous 
or just downright creepy. Others imagined a webcam set up 
over the head of the coffin and live streaming the face of 
the deceased for the entire world to see. Some who quickly 
understood how it goes were just as quick to dismiss its 
merits. “Some things weren’t meant to be live-streamed 
over the web,” blogger Rocky Sunico opined on Twitter. 

Yet some others who have had an experience of 
what the strange service was really for had the same idea. 
“When I went to the wake of a friend’s relative, they (Saint 
Peter’s) offered free Wi-Fi and a webcam so you can chat 
with relatives abroad while they watch online. It seems lame 
but there are a lot of people who cannot go home to attend 
the wake,” recounted Redi Mendoza, another marketing 
executive specializing in online activations. Antithetical 
to that is a blogger’s sentiment that making the effort to 
attend one’s wake no matter how far you are is that last 
sign of respect you can show the departed one. An online 
wake just gives us an excuse not to take that extra effort. 

EBUROL EXPLAINED 

When 2 5-year-old freelance graphic designer Ynna’s 
(last name withheld upon request) paternal grandmother 
passed away last September, she could not attend the wake. 
Still, she managed to see her one last time through the 
rather ironic magic of technology. 


“My aunts chose Saint Peter’s for the wake 
probably because they had good facilities. It was not 
chosen specifically because of the eBurol. My father said 
that all of the chapels in Saint Peter’s already have a 
webcam included in the package,” Ynna says of the choice 
to hold the wake at a Saint Peter’s chapel in Cebu, her 
father’s hometown. 

For 40 years, Saint Peter’s has been specializing in 
prepaid death care - another grim reminder that the reaper 
has already marked each of us for an eventual visit the very 
second we were conceived. However, their memorial service 
is not limited to those who have availed of their policies like 
Ynna’s family. They operate about 200 chapels nationwide, 
about 50 of which are well-equipped for eBurol. 

So what was Ynna’s immediate reaction upon 
hearing about eBurol? “I was flabbergasted. Much more 
when I read the term ‘online viewing’. I was not too pleased 
at the idea of having a loved one who passed away be 
displayed like that. It didn’t seem proper,” she explains. 
“But I realized this may not such a bad thing since it would 
definitely be helpful for the ones who could not travel to 
the wake (due to lack of funds or time),” echoing Redi’s 
earlier statement. 

Corroborating Redi and Ynna’s assertions, Saint 
Peter’s AVP Jonathan Vitangcol said in an online interview 
last year with philstar.com: “We have a lot of Filipinos or 
relatives who are abroad and we cannot automatically call 
them to come home and celebrate with us”. Saint Peter’s 
prefers to call the wake a “celebration” “That prompted us 
to create an eBurol facility since we’re more technology- 
oriented now. We’re using webcams to communicate with 
relatives in the States, why not use that facility for the 
wake?” 

Getting back to Ynna, her description of the eBurol 
experience eerily borders on the “Big Brother” idea that 
people have also associated it to. “There is a webcam on the 
ceiling near the casket. The camera pans once in a while to 
show the whole room and you can request to have it stop 
and focus on a specific part of the room. In our case, my 
relatives asked to focus the camera on the casket. So the 
whole eBurol thing is just a regular burol but you can view it 
online.” 

Now this scenario raises the question of privacy and 
where the live streaming is available for viewing. Thankfully, 
the system deployed for the service already addressed these 
matters. 
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First, as how all funeral 
homes operate, the departed 
will be assigned to one of Saint 
Peter’s chapels, which are also 
listed on their website (www. 
stpeter.com.ph). 

The family would be given 
a username and password that they 
can distribute to whoever would like to 
view the wake. 

Guests just have to visit the website 
select the chapel from the list. A pop-up window 
would prompt them to enter the username and password, 
then viola! Live feed straight from the wake. Clicking on an 
empty room would instead yield an error page. 

This way, not every voyeur and necrophiliac in 
town would be privy to a family’s memorial. 

EBUROL: A HALF-BAKED SERVICE? 

However, guests who are viewing the wake online 
would soon realize that it is just that: a viewing. As Ynna 
expounds, “There is no sound, no way to interact with your 
relatives unless you call them on the phone and they look 
up at the camera, which is what I did. You are basically just 
getting a live video stream of the wake.” 

The management of Saint Peter’s was already aware 
of such limitations as further evidenced by the philstar.com 
interview. “The people abroad can view the wake, but if 
the people from the wake would like to view their relatives 
abroad, they’d have to bring their own laptop,” Vitangcol 
explained. 

“That is one area we’re trying to improve. At the 
end of the year, we hope to install video communication. 
Hopefully, by the middle of 2010, we can also include audio.” 


Lofty and useful improvements 
all those would have been, except 
that such upgrades have yet to 
pass and we’re already seeing 
2010 draw to a close. 

It did not help that 
streaming live video off a webcam is 
its own drawback as Ynna’s relatives 
experienced: “My cousin in the States 
said she couldn’t see our lola’s face clearly 
and she wasn’t even sure if she was looking at 

the right person. The video feed was grainy and the 
lighting was difficult at times. She said she kept expecting a 
scary photo to pop up!” 

Ynna herself experienced similar problems. 
“During odd hours, the camera would be focused on the 
ceiling. Not sure if it was a technical problem though. Also, 
if there were too many people viewing, the video would 
freeze. The video streaming lagged at times and the video 
feed was low-res.” 

In addition to lack of sound and interactivity, and 
its low video quality, eBurol also lacked the one thing that 
is similarly wanting from other virtual technologies: the 
human touch. For Ynna, it was like being so close yet so 
far. “The first time I tried logging on their server, it felt 
very surreal. I was able to see my lola’s casket and come 
to terms with the fact that she really did pass away, but 
in a very detached way. There was a sort of emotional 
connection, but it was nothing compared to when you 
attend the wake physically. My aunt who attended the 
wake and was also able to view the eBurol said that it was 
nothing like the real thing.” 

Granted, the technology is far from perfect. Yet, 
for Ynna the option seems viable enough. “The eBurol 
service could still be improved, maybe with better cameras 
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videos of the funeral from mass to cremation or burial. 
Their footage is then cut and edited into a five to seven- 
minute video file and uploaded to stpetersgate.com.ph. 

Regarding the videos’ privacy settings and 
accessibility, Vitangcol told philstar.com, “We’re also trying 
to protect the privacy of the family of our planholders. 
That’s why the interment video is still password-protected. 
The video will be uploaded to saintpetersgate with the 
permission of the family. The family can view it for three 
weeks after the interment.” 

So much for privacy because the website 
currently hosts more than 50 pages of videos with ten 
videos listed per page, almost all of which were beyond 
the three-week limit. What’s more is that each video is 
readily accessible even without website registration and 
also seemingly embedded from YouTube as evidenced by 
the watermark. Whether the eLibing program has changed 
or whether the families have given their permission are 
unknown as the company has declined any offer for a 
thorough interview. 


or faster servers. But overall, 
my family was happy with the 
service.” 

As for those who 
discount its merits, Ynna is 
similarly understanding. “Tradition 
and strong family ties are important 
to Filipinos. It would be a priority 
to attend a wake, personally offer 
condolences to relatives and pray for the 
dead. In my experience, those who viewed the 
eBurol were the ones who could not attend the wake 
and had no choice about it. If given the choice, I think that 
people would still choose to go to the wake than view an 
eBurol.” 

HERE LIES PROPRIETY 

Perhaps it is this very sentiment that hinders 
another of Saint Peter’s online services from being as 
popular as eBurol. Vitangcol described their Saint Peter’s 
Gate website (www.stpetersgate.com.ph) as “like Facebook, 
but for memorial services”. Members can build Memorials 
for their dearly departed similar to the social network’s Fan 
Pages. Registered members can also offer virtual tributes 
similar to gifts. Yet upon visiting the site, there are only six 
featured memorials since 2007, one of which even seemed 
like a mere placeholder - as if the site is still on its beta 
stages. Maybe our daily online life is just enough and a 
virtual death a tad too much? 

Another oddity of the website is video coverage 
of the funerals or what Saint Peter’s refers to as “eLibing.” 
With this service, Saint Peter’s seeks the service of video 
production house Beaver Image Maker Services to take 
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only a matter of 
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wake would find a 
place on the web.’’ 
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With everything from commerce 
to dating going online nowadays, 
it was only a matter of time 
, before solemn occasions such 
as a departed loved one’s wake 
I would find a place on the web. 
In addition to Saint Peter’s, there 
is also the Evergreen Memorial 
Park in Orion, Bataan, that offers 
online viewing in both of their 
chapels. In Canada, www.online- 
funeral.com provides the solutions for 
funeral home operators to offer online 
broadcast services to their clients. Even 
La Funeraria Paz Sales and Marketing Manager 
Edgar Fuentabella admits that they too are “heading 
towards that direction”. 

Maybe eBurol is for those who have not had the 
opportunity to spend part of their lives online. Or rather, 
it gives their families and friends some closure. Yet most 
of us in this generation and presumably the next would 
leave so much of our imprints behind on cyberspace when 
we finally “go home.” There will be our blogs, our updates, 
our photos and videos, and our changed relationship status. 
In death, the Internet would enshrine us and our personal 
pages would be our own memorial. Next to that, what is a 
live streaming of our inanimate self but a reminder that we 
spend way too much time online. 


O 
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FICTION 


I dream that the zombies are on the move again. 

I dream of the building at the top of the hill, under siege by 
the masses of hungering bodies. Below the hill, the city has 
become a nightmarish hell for the living as thousands of the 
undead roam the ruined streets. 

I dream how the survivors trapped in the building tried 
to create barricades, raised blocks and razor wire, and used 
guns and bonfire to slow down the advance. But they still keep 
coming. 

And then I wake up.” 

Transcript of trauma survivor at CEFAM, Ateneo 


S ome days aren’t worth the ink on the calendar. 

Like, for example, that Tuesday. Every morning, he 
wakes up, showers, dresses, and heads off to work. 
But that day, he noticed two things when heading out 
the door: the dead man banging its head against the elevator 
doors, and his neighbor, Rebecca, living three doors down 
also leaving for work. 

The undead doesn’t bother him-- much. One gets 
used to a lot of things nowadays. But Rebecca—he almost 
stumbles getting back into his apartment. 

Shit. He covers his eyes with a hand. He was sure 
she had seen him rush back inside. Women always left him 
flustered even before—Damn it. 

After a while, he sighs and punches in a number on 
the intercom. First things first. 

“Maintenance,” a rough voice said. 

“Apartment 316 here,” he says, “There’s a dead guy 
near the elevators on the 3rd floor.” 

“Puta. Si Carlito ‘yun,” the voice tells him. He 
overhears the voice tell someone off-phone: “Hoy! Get the 
crew and pick up Carlito on the 3rd floor. Motherfucker 
probably thought he’d get his job back before he turned.” 
Then the line goes dead as the voice hangs up. 
“Thanks,” he replies to the empty room. 

He wonders why he didn’t remember the name of the 
dead man, who used to wipe the elevator mirrors and clear 
the garbage chute when it was backed up. 

He wonders if he’s getting Alzheimer like his father, 
dead a good twelve years past. Given his job, that would be 
ironic. 

He stands for a while beside the phone, hoping 
Rebecca is still there. He thinks about her, knows the little 
details about her: that she works for a banking firm, that she 


still has family living in the province, and that she has lost a 
younger brother. 

But more important is, he remembers her name. 

He opens the door and sees no one is there except for 
the zombie. Too late. 

He steps out and locks the door behind him. He is 
already running late for work and his boss Arnel will be 
pissed. When Carlito slowly moves towards him, he pushes 
it away. 

The zombie slips on the floor and its jaws hits 
the polished marble with a clack! He wonders if Carlito 
remembers cleaning those floors when he was still living. 

The elevator doors slide open and he leaves the dead 
man behind. 

“The world wasn’t this messed up before. 

Two years ago, someone released the ‘Shrouded 
Woman ’ virus on the web. The virus, a sepia-picture of a 
seated woman shrouded in black with a white dog at her feet, 
originated from a server in Capetown, South Africa. 

It punched through firewalls, anti-virus programs and 
security systems to spread the picture on every monitor of the 
world. 

A day later, the poor started changing in the human 
cesspools of the cities, the ghettoes and the crowded slums, 
those barely living on the scraps and trash of a 22nd century 
consumerist world. 

They wandered the streets of London and New York, 
swimming the beaches ofPatpong and Spain, and clawing at 
the mall windows of Hong Kong and Singapore. 

They shambled from their barong-barongs, their 
ramshackle houses under bridges and over polluted rivers, 
and their cardboard box shelters. 
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Their eyes turned white and lifeless, their skin 
tightened against bone, and their teeth became bared. With 
each shuffling step, the unwanted living died piece by piece 
until only the seeking bodies remained. 

But unlike the movies, the undead did not seek the 
living to eat. 

Obviously, the world’s population did not take the 
Event—as it was now called—kindly. Some of them panicked. 
Most of the resulting deaths were caused by the frenzy of self- 
defense. 

But it became clear to the world’s authorities the 
reason why when the Event came to New York’s Times 
Square—or wherever there were digital screens small or 
large—where pictures of the ‘Faded Madonna’ had spread on 
electronic commercial billboards. 

There, standing before the gigantic picture of the 
woman whose face cannot be seen, the undead called out with 
moans in worship. 

As one religious expert said shakily on television: from 
the material to the spiritual, from the inanimate to the virtual. 

Even zombies need a god. Even the undead seek 
redemption. ” 

— From the introduction to The Event: An 

Economic Nightmare 

Eventually, the elevator deposited him in the Cityland 
condominium’s basement parking. 

Despite the parking being well-lit for convenience, he can’t 
shake off a niggling fear of the subterranean. He quickly gets 
into his car and drives it upward. 

The entrance of the secured condominium—a sign of the 
times—is heavily-guarded by armed security and ringed with 
sandbags. But this is generally due to residents’ fears—his own 
included—rather than the possibility of any attack. 

Outside, he sees the sun is trying to burn away the steel- 
gray clouds surrounding it. The streets are clear except for 
passing vehicles, a number of cars and a ten-wheeler truck or 
two. A stoplight turns red and he stops at an intersection. 

The mayor of Quezon City keeps his promise of keeping 
the city clean of the dead. But every now and then, he sees a 
shambling body at a nearby eskenita or an unseeing eye peeking 
from the boarded windows of the empty houses beside the 
road. 

He is suddenly startled by a rotting hand at his window: 
the zombie had managed to creep out of the alley and was now 
clawing at his car. Fortunately, the light turns green and he 
drives forward, leaving the dead man behind. 

He sighs. It feels like it one of those days. No matter 
how well his work pays, he hates it. But it keeps him alive; 
more to the point, it keeps him from turning into one of them. 

"The poor will eat you. ” 

Graffiti spray-painted on a billboard 

A few hours later under the now-triumphant hot sun, he 
finds himself crouching in the bushes beside a road leading 
to a group of abandoned apartment complexes in Fairview. 

He is sweating under a flak jacket as he slowly inches 
forward. A few meters away, a remote-controlled toy dune- 
buggy taunts him as it wheels around in circles. 

The radio squelches to life: “Control to sitting duck, come in 
sitting duck.” 

He thinks of not answering. He mutters to the mike 
around his throat, “If you bring that buggy any closer, I swear 
I’ll stuff it down your throat.” 


The radio crackles with laughter. “Roger that, sitting 
duck. Easy. Wouldn’t want that, would we?” 

“No, we wouldn’t,” he says. 

He settles on his haunches and resumes listening to 
the poll results being broadcast from his earplug radio. 

So far, the candidate he voted for president seemed to 
be leading in the quick count. However there’d been reports 
of cheating amidst news of the usual outbreak of zombie 
mobs. 

“So did you vote already?” 

“Yeah. You?” 

“Nope. Why bother? They’re all corrupt anyway. 
Dacosta still hasn’t answered the bribery charges against him 
and Remualdez.... Fucking bitch is a murderer.” 

“So you believe what they say in the blogs?” 

“Does it matter?” 

He snorts. Christ, what an asshole. 

The fact was, he wasn’t so sure about doing this job 
with a bagong salta. His last partner, Ernie Chiongson, a big 
man with a bigger attitude problem, had been brought down 
several days ago. Now he had to break in a new partner. 

He doesn’t even remember the new guy’s name 
despite being introduced by Arnel only an hour ago. Boy 
Tolentino? Boyet Samaniego? Pucha. He grimaces. 

“Sitting duck, I got readings on the motion sensors.” 

“Roger that. Just keep the buggy moving.” 

He waits a few minutes, the world only sound the 
whine of the RC’s tiny motor. Even the birds are silent on the 
branches of the trees. 

“Shit, where are they?” 

“Steady lang. Let ‘em come to us.” 

He wishes at that moment that he had a cigarette, 
though he had quit several months ago. 

“I’m coming in, sitting duck. I got an idea.” 

“Anak ng puta! Stay where you are!” 

There is a rustle of bushes from the side and his 
partner sidles out carefully, a silenced .45 caliber in one hand 
and a remote control in the other. He winks and holsters the 
pistol so that he could reach for something in the pocket of 
his flak jacket with his pistol hand. 

“See, I got a little some—” his partner starts to say, 
brandishing a small white packet when it happens. A 
zombie appears out of nowhere to claw at what his partner 
is holding, forcing him to drop the RC control as he tries to 
push it away. 

“Gaaah! Get him off me!” 

“Fucking shit!” His finger twitches and the shotgun 
fires; the zombie’s clawing hand disappears. 

He pumps the shotgun and fires again. The thing’s 
head blows apart, spattering gore all over his partner. 
Headless, the zombie falls to its side. 

“Do not fucking move!” he orders. “Remember, they 
sense movement!” 

His partner freezes but has the sense to step down 
with a booted foot on the still-twitching zombie’s back. 

He steps out of the bushes and slowly brings the 
shotgun around in a circle. 

There. 

A zombie slows down, trying to look for them with 
its hyper-attuned senses a few meter away. Another appear 
beside it, and both looks like wild dogs sniffing their prey. 
Then they both disappear. 

“Geez, so damn fast,” whispers his partner. 

“Gago, they aren’t called speed freaks for nothing.” 

“I thought they were just addicted to the damn thing 
before they turned!” 

“They still are. They still do the things they used to 
before they turned and... stop moving!” 

For a moment, neither of them move. Perspiration 
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beads on his forehead as he checks the surroundings. 

“God, I wished you hadn’t dropped the control of the 
RC,” he grumbles. 

“Sorry na nga.” 

“What were you holding anyway?” 

A flick of his eyes to the hand holding the packet. 
“This? What do you expect?” 

“You. Fucking. Asshole. You brought fucking meth? 
They’ll tear you apart with that.” 

As if on cue, the undead pop out into existence again, 
closer this time as if they know. 

“Throw the goddamn thing!” 

“Where?” 

“Away!” 

“I—!” Too late as the two zombies converge on his 
partner. 

By the time he stops firing and zombie limbs are 
scattered all over the road, his partner is already dead. 

The worse thing is that he still doesn’t know his 
partner’s name. 

“There is no known scientific reason for the outbreak. 

The world scientists have looked into each of the hot 
zones of affliction and there were no biological, chemical or 
genetic elements that could have set off the Event. 

The only thing that could be said about specimens 
taken from the afflicted was that they all belonged to a certain 
economic class. All of them were unemployed and were living on 
a subsistence, almost a hand-to-mouth existence. 

Before the event, it was reported that there were 1.7 
billion people around the world living in absolute poverty. 

This was one absolute number that authorities were sure of 
comprising the people that had been afflicted during the Event. 

What is more interesting to note is that is in countries that 
were heavily socialized like in Northern Europe and Canada, 
there were less of the afflicted. That’s why at least parts of the 
world’s economy—discounting the near-collapse of the US and 
the Asian countries—managed to survive. 

As for the incident involving the spread of a computer 
virus called ‘The Shrouded Woman’, there is no scientific 
connection between this and the Event. Thus, there is no truth to 
the rumors that this was the cause behind the outbreak. ” 

-AWorld Health Office (WHO) 
press conference 


When he gets back to the office, Arnel chews him out for 
destroying the bodies by shooting indiscriminately. 

He doesn’t care though he does feel a bit of guilt. It’s part of 
his job, to identify the dead. And by shooting the dead such 
that they can’t identify them afterwards—it costs them a lot 
of money. 

All of the agents in the office are trained to shoot well. 
Normally he could topple a tin can from a hundred meters 
with a rifle easy. 

The Center for Body Recovery had been created by the 
United Nation in a number of countries after the Event. But 
most of the people working there had a more cynical name 
for themselves: The Rememberers. 

After all, that’s what they did: they recovered the 
zombie bodies and they tried to identify them for those 
people who would want to find their missing relatives and 
loved ones. 

Some of the richer people paid well to know what 
happened to the bodies. Some of them even paid more for 
the recovery of zombies themselves. 

Of course there were reports of people paying for the 
destruction of the zombies if they find out these were their 
former relatives or loved ones. Usually this also involved the 
erasure of the zombies’ names from the databanks, which 
was an international crime. 

Ultimately though, their purpose in recovering the 
names is in the hope that they would be able to save the 
dead themselves. 

All of these go through his mind as Arnel stalks back 
and forth his desk berating him. He can’t help it; he has a 
hard time keeping his attention focused when he’s not on the 
field. 

He supposes that’s why he doesn’t have too many 
friends and he can’t make women like him. 

A number of agents call him unfriendly and a cold 
bastard. Some even call him a ghost for the way he would 
wander through the office aimlessly. 

“Are you listening to me?” Arnel says. 

“Yes sir,” he replies. “Loud and clear.” 

Arnel rubs his tired eyes and says, “Look, I know 
we’re all overworked. But we can’t go around destroying the 
bodies. The forensics department is already overloaded and 
you destroying dental evidence isn’t helping anyway.” 

“Sorry sir,” he says and he feels a bit of contrition 
when he says that. 

“Don’t forget to file a report on your partner,” Arnel 
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says. With that, he turns and exits his office. Outside, he can 
hear the other agents talking and laughing. He wishes he 
could join them. 

Then he remembers that he forgot to ask Arnel what 
his partner’s name was. 

“People say that these dead don’t have any souls, that they 
had been cast out of hell. But this is not true: zombies are 
people also. 

That is why I would like to push for the Republic 
Bill 3957-45 outlawing the wanton killing of our fellow dead 
countrymen. 

It cannot be helped that they are dead. It cannot be 
helped that they were unfortunate to become what they are. 
Already having so little in life, now we have to deprive them 
even of what little life they have? 

This must stop! The zombies are the dead but they are 
our dead. They are the Filipino dead and we are all brothers 
in sisters whether dead or alive!” 

— Privilege speech of Rep. Arturo Felamay, 

Buhay Partylist Group 

He is at the basement of the Center going through the files. 
Since the old Sta. Mesa building first served as the National 
Statistics Office, all the records that had been left behind had 
been thrown into the basement for safekeeping. 

Like the basement parking of his building, he doesn’t like it 
here. 

But he is making progress with his research. In his 
hand, he writes his dead partner’s name: Edwin Lacierda. 

Born in Samar, 29 years old, both parents dead, single. 

He has a habit of doing this, of going through the 
files trying to remember the names of the people has met 
and the dead he has recovered. 

But he has never opened his own file. 

Maybe it’s because he already knows what’s in there. 
And maybe that’s why his own memory has always been 
spotty in places—because his mind is constantly hard at 
work trying to forget what had happened to him during the 
Event. 

After all, like the others, he had never really 
recovered from being dead. 

“Purple haze. It’s all a purple haze in my brain, man. 

It’s hard to think of before, when the end of the world 
came. People screaming and dying, mobs chasing them 
zombies down, cars exploding, governments collapsing - it all 
sounds like one hell of a bad B-movie. 

Personally, I didn’t give a shit then. I was in a world 
of my own smoking my grass and just cruising through life, 
you know? I didn’t get bitten then or anything... but it didn’t 
matter. The next thing I know, I was one myself. 

Ain’t that the craziest thing? One moment you’re alive, 
the next you’re dead and hitting up people for brains—though 
of course that ain’t true. And it’s more like I had a real mad- 
on for my next smoke. 

But here’s the funny: I wasn’t really “dead”, more like 
“brain-dead”. They called us “zombies” because some kid 
screamed that on TV and it got around. But the docs said it 
was more like the brain had shut down while the body was 
still running. 

Me, I thought we shoulda been called ‘Deadheads.’ 

But then the Grateful Dead people would probably’ve started 
suing left and right. 

And you know what was really bad about being dead? 
Sure, your brain was turned off but you still knew what your 



body was doing. 

The docs don’t like that idea. They say the afflicted 
were “thankfully, fully unconscious of their actions” and that 
“it was a blank phase in their memory”. Bullshit. We knew 
what we were doing. 

And in the end, that was what really mattered - 
especially when they found out the zombies could be changed 
back through nourishment, careful care and helping them 
remember who they were. 

That was the kicker, man. That they managed to save 
the world from the zombie apocalypse and changed back 
those who were infected - except for those who were already 
dead, of course. 

But you know what? I wish they’d left the world 
burning. 

I looked up the statistics and 20 percent of the world’s 
population got killed in the riots and the fighting. And it didn’t 
help that India and Pakistan and the Koreas nuked each 
other. 

But another 10 percent died afterwards. 

Like I said before, we were aware of what we were 
doing when we were zombies. So when we became human 
again, we could still remember being monsters. Do you know 
how much it takes to be able to live with that for the rest of 
your life? 

That’s why most of those who survived being a zombie 
ended up killing themselves. Some things you just can’t live 
with.” 

— Memoirs of an Ex-Zombie, Daniel 
Ramirez (Harcourt & Brace, 2012) 
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Judge Ralph Lee 

Ondoy Hero 


midst a flood of deadlines, our staff writers 
and editorial assistants somehow manage to 
stay afloat. Of course, once in a while, some 
have stormed out and lamented, “Crisis! 

Crisis!” in a manic, caffeine- and adrenaline- 
induced frenzy. Such has happened often enough to spur 
our research team to dive deeper into the origins of the 
word. (Why they’d choose to do so, we can only postulate.) 

Apparently, of Latinized Greek descent, “crisis” 
turns out to have originally meant something other than 
a troublesome occurrence like a plague, a flood, or a set 
of deadlines piling up. Hippocrates—that guy who’s huge 
in Western medical thought and is the namesake to some 
doctor’s oath—used the word to refer to a turning point in 
the development of a disease. “Crisis” wasn’t the disease 
itself, but the moment where a patient’s health could turn 
for the better, or for worse. In other words, “crisis” spoke of 
a crossroad or an opportunity for a shift in the tides of time 
to occur. 


By Mikey “BillyB”Abola 
Photography by Joser Dumbrique 
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Incidentally, this brings us to Judge Ralph Lee of 
Branch 83 of the Quezon City Regional Trial Court. No, 
he hasn’t stormed out of our offices in a screaming 
daze, nor has a professional’s oath been named after 
him. But, he had in fact stared a crisis squarely in the 
face, and decided to dive into a very real and perilous 
flood. 

September of 2009 marked the arrival of 
Typhoon Ondoy (International Name: Ketsana), 
where it devastated much of Metro Manila. Flood 
levels reached unbelievable heights, stranding many 
on the roofs of their homes, holding on for their 
dear lives. Amidst the inundated chaos, Judge Lee 


took out his recreational jet skis, and started out 
rescue operations focused on Barangay Sta. Monica, 
Novaliches. His actions (and later of the people that 
helped him) literally shifted the tides, and saved 
close to one hundred individuals. Perhaps that’s 
why some of the residents call him, “Superman” 
albeit infused with Aquaman’s affinity for the 
aqueous. 

We like to boast that we know beau ty when 
we see it. But we also know when crisis-weathering 
heroism presents itself. This time around, we shook 
his hand, hoped some of the awesomeness would rub 
off on us, sat down with him, and chatted away. 


Until now, I’m not comfortable being 
called a hero. I have been a son, a father, 
a friend, a student, a judge. This is the 
first time I’ve received this kind of 
recognition, this acknowledgement. This 
is the highest—so far. 


Playboy (P): Recount to us the experience of the rescue 
operations. 

Judge Ralph Lee (JRL): During that time at around 
9:30am, it was my wife that received the message from 
the neighborhood, sa Sta. Monica, asking for assistance. 
They were requesting for a boat. I was surprised, “Why a 
boat? This is an urban [setting] with no sea, or no lakes.” 
So I just ignored [the text] and told my wife to just 
ignore it. But after fifteen minutes, my wife returned and 
this time she was trembling. 

Sabi niya, “Dad, can you help them?” 

“Why?” 

“Because the water... the river overflowed.” 

Since I was preparing a big lecture for PAO [Public 
Attorney’s Office] lawyers in Manila Hotel, my daughter 
and I were preparing powerpoints. So I just told my wife, 
“Get some life vests,” and told my driver to distribute 
them. And they did what I told them to. 

After twenty minutes, drayber ko naman ngayon 
yung nanginginig. 

Sabi ko, “Why?” 

“Judge, hindi ko na mai-deliver. ” 

“Why?” 

Because almost 150 houses were covered with 
water. And they are now on their rooftops and have no 
objects to cling or hang on to. That caught me. I jumped 
from my seat. I was still in my sleeping outfit, but I put 
on my life vest. I brought two jet skis, on top of the 
trailer [of my car]. And then we proceeded. That was the 
start. 

P: This was at what time? 

JRL: More or less, around 10:00 am. From 10:00am to 
2:00pm, for four hours, I was rescuing alone. I would 
get some flood victims from the rooftops. Two or three 


would ride at the back, some in front with children. 
Then I’d deliver them to [where it was] shallow. That’s 
where my driver was. 

[Around 2:00pm,] I returned to my house to sleep 
because I was not feeling well. I had chills from the 
storm. And I was not wearing a wetsuit. So my wife 
told me to just take two Biogesics. So I did. Around 
4:00pm, this time, it was my daughter who received 
emergency text messages. This time, the firemen and 
the police officers were going around the subdivisions, 
requesting [people] to vacate, because the La Mesa 
Dam will release water. More than hundreds were still 
in their houses. So we returned to the place at around 
4:00pm, and that lasted until 2:00am. But this time, I 
was assisted by some homeowners and my son, Ram. 
P: What was going through your mind when all of this 
was happening? Why did you do this? 

JRL: I was not thinking of anything, then. My intention 
was just to help. 

P: Residents of Sta. Monica called you “Superman” 
or the “Ondoy Hero.” What do you feel about this 
christening? 

JRL: Honestly, and in front of my God, I don’t feel 
like a hero. Until now. For me, at that time, it was a 
call for me to help. I was there. Until now, I’m not 
comfortable being called a hero. I have been a son, 
a father, a friend, a student, a judge. This is the 
first time I’ve received this kind of recognition, this 
acknowledgement. This is the highest—so far. 

P: Not everybody would do what you did. You have to 
admit though, that operation was still extraordinary. 
JRL: I realized that after, when the media, television, 
radio, reporters, one by one, came into my office. It 
is now that I realize I did a big thing. In fact, almost 


PLAYBOY 51 






all those who interviewed me asked me, “Didn’t you 
entertain any danger to your life?” I had nothing in 
mind then, but just to help. But I realize it now, that it 
was dangerous. That it [could have] cost my life. 

P: Let’s talk about your being a judge. Why did you get 
into law? Why become a judge? 

JRL: My dream then was to become an architect or 
an engineer. I love to draw and I’m good in imagining 
things, until now. But my father [with] his wisdom, 
he nurtured me to become one. He was a member of 
Class ‘5 IB of the Philippine Air Force. 

P: As a judge, you are dispensing justice. You make 
sure that things are upheld, according to the law. Is 
your drive to do that similar to whatever it is that 
drove you to conduct last year’s rescue operations? 
JRL: It has been my nature to help people. That’s 
the reason, maybe, I helped the Ondoy victims. 

Because if I thought [only] of my death, of myself, my 
family, I shouldn’t have helped these flood victims. 

In hindsight, I have that belief that God up there, 
prepared me for this rescue. You know why? If you 
have no equipment, you would not go there [and 
help out]. How can you rescue people from twenty 
or thirty feet high floodwaters with a fast-moving 
current? Second, what if you are afraid, or have water- 
phobia? During my college days, I [gained knowledge 
in] Advanced [Search] and Recovery is scuba diving. I 
swim a lot. I grew up in a coastal province in Sorsogon. 
So almost every day, I’m in the water. So I’m a 
syokoy— a water man. If I wasn’t, if I wasn’t trained or 


equipped, I could not have done what was done in that 
Ondoy rescue. 

P: So it’s safe to assume that you still jet ski? 
Wakeboard? That you still go out to the water? 

JRL: Ah, yes. I will die in the water. Joking aside, I 
requested that one-half of my ashes will be thrown 
to the places I usually go [to]—Caliraya, Subic Bay, 
Grande Island. The other half is to remain in my altar or 
whatever. Patay na ako [niyan], Hindi ko na alam kung 
saan ako itatago. My wife also requested that half of her 
ashes will be [honored in] the same [manner]. So that 
we’ll be under the water, forever. 

P: If another Ondoy came along, do you think you’d do 
it again? 

JRL: Yes, I will do it again. This time, I will do it with 
people now. After the Ondoy rescue, many people 
volunteered to help. In fact, I received some donations 
of engines, rubber boats—ready for the rescue. And I 
have telephone numbers. With just one group message, 
[the volunteers] will come, for sure. Including you, I will 
recruit you now. Dumadami na. I’m not afraid to rescue 
again. 

P: How do you see your future? 

JRL: I consider myself as a sailboat. So the wind will just 
carry me away. If I land in an island, I’ll just do my best. 
Assuming nag aw a ko na ang lahat, I will sail out again. 
A destination? I have nothing in mind. I will just go, sail, 
and enjoy life. 

H 


Honestly, and in front of my God, I don’t feel 
like a hero. Until now. For me, at that time, 
it was a call for me to help. I was there. 
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We want you! PLAYBOY is looking for 
the most beautiful women to grace our 
pages. If you think you have what it 
takes to join the Playboy Family as a 
Playmate or Bunny, come to our 
Casting Calls! 
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Southern Belle 

r # 7 he town of Los Banos in the province of Laguna is 
/ known mostly for the majestic long-dormant volcano 
/ Mt. Makiling. Standing 1109 meters above sea level, 

the mountain with its lush greenery and mud springs is 
one of the most popular destinations in the province of Laguna. 
The mountain is also said to be the home of legendary Mariang 
Makiling. 

Mariang Makiling, for those unfamiliar with the legend is a 
diwata or a sort of wood nymph, who was known mostly for her 
great beauty. From afar, Mt. Makiling is said to bear the profile 
of the mythical fairy. One of the legends most associated with 
her have to do with men who get lost in the forests at the foot 
of Mt. Makiling. It’s said that she lures men with her stunning 
beauty into the woods and these men are never to be heard 
from again. 

This month’s playmate is Joyce Burgos. Hailing from the same 
town as the fabled mistress of the mountain, Joyce shares the 
diwata’s legendary beauty, she also has, no doubt, lured her 
share of men into leaving their respective lives behind. 

Growing up in a family of five children, Joyce grew up with 
the boys in her family. Most of the people in her age group, 
including her older brother and her cousins, were boys and she 
loved playing basketball as a child as much as she loved playing 
with her Barbie dolls. Interestingly enough, her feminine side 
blends seamlessly with the more boyish side of her personality. 
Indeed, her first win in a beauty pageant led to her travelling 
around the province of Laguna as a muse for many a local 
basketball team. To this day, Joyce confesses that she loves 
going to watch basketball games as much as she loves more 
feminine hobbies like shopping. 

Joyce isn’t a new face on the scene either. She was once a 
member of the EB Babes, the in-house group of long-running 
noontime show Eat Bulaga where she would be a mainstay for 
four years. Initially joining the search to raise money for college 
tuition fee, she would eventually find that education wasn’t in 
the cards for her. The search for the initial batch of EB Babes 
was a contest of sorts and as the contest went on, it became 
clearer that her commitments to the contest would leave her 
little time for school. As the breadwinner of the family, she also 
felt that working was more important than studying. 

“Di baleng hindi ako nakatapos, basta napaaral ko naman yung 
mga kapatid ko,” she says without a tinge of regret. Helping 
the people around her is a very important part of who she is. 
“Successful na ako kung nabigyan ko ng magandang buhay ang 
mga taong mahal ko,”she says. She also says that if she ever 
becomes really successful she would do her best to help out the 
poor children in the country who are neglected. 

Success may very well be in the cards for our talented 
playmate. As a member of the EB Babes, she’s no stranger to 
dancing and singing. She’s also done her share of acting thanks 
also to the opportunities given as a member of the EB Babes. 

She looks to build on her past successes as PLAYBOY’S newest 
playmate, “when I met the other playmates, I felt like PLAYBOY 
was like a family. Interesting din yung mga projects and events 
na ginagawa nila.” 

Aside from her work with PLAYBOY, Joyce has also 
been casted in a yet to be named indie film. Though she had 
some acting in the past, she’s looking forward to doing more 
serious acting work. We here at PLAYBOY are looking forward to 
seeing Joyce in the big screen and judging from the looks of the 
pictures on these following pages, so will our loyal readers! 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY: Joser 
Dumbrique 
STYLED BY: Mark Shadii 
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HAIR & MAKE-UP BY: Artistry- 
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Ocampo, Bianca Gonzales- 
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wandered into the woods near their house to have sex. After 
about 15 minutes the man stopped and said, “Damn, I wish I 
had brought a flashlifht-I can’t see a thing.” 

I wish you had brought one too,” his girlfriend replied. 


“You’ve 
How do 
get 


Political speeches are like steer: a point here, a point there 
and a lot of bull in between. 

A woman was having sex with her husband’s best friend 
when the telephone rang and her husband’s mobile 
number appeared on the caller ID. As she answered the 
call, her lover jumped out the bed and began to dress in 
a hurry. 

“Relax,” she said after she hung up the phone. “He 
was just calling to tell me that he’ll be home late 
because he’s out bowling with you.” 

How is air like sex? It’s no big deal until you’re not 
getting any. 

A man passed away and left a will that designated 
$30,000 to cover the expense of an elaborate funeral 
he wished to be held in his honor. As the last guest were 
leaving the service, a close family friend asked the man’s 
widow how much of the money she had used for the funeral. 
“All of it,” the widow said. “I spent the whole $30,000.” 

“Oh,” exclaimed the friend. “I mean it was very nice, but 
$30,000?” 

“The funeral was $6,500,1 donated $500 to the church, the 
food and refreshment were another $500, and the rest went 
toward the memorial stone.” The widow explained. 

The friend quickly computed the total and was stunned. 

“You spent $22,500 on a memorial stone? How big is it?” the 
friend asked. 

“Two and a half carats,” the widow replied. 

One day a young boy walked into his parents’ bedroom and 
discovered his father sitting on the side of the bed, sliding on 
a condom. In an attempt to hide his erection and the rubber 
on it, the father bent over and pretended to be looking for 
something under the bed. 

“What are you doing,Dad?” the boy asked. 

“Oh,” the father replied, “I thought I saw a rat go underneath 
the bed.” 

Surprised, the boy said, “What are you going to do, fuck it?” 

One night, while a man and his girlfriend were having hot 
and heavy sex, the girlfriend started to scream and squirm as 
she had before. 

“You know you were screwing me in the ass, don’t you?” she 
yelled. 

“Actually,” her boyfriend admitted, “I wasn’t quite sure.” 
“Then why didn’t you stop and find out?” she asked. 

“Well,” he said, “you know how much men hate to stop and 
ask for directions.” 



been eating grass for the past 10 minutes.” 
women get minks? The same way minks 
minks. 

girl was visiting her blonde friend, who has 
just gotten two new dogs. “What did you 
name them?” the girl asked her friend. 

The blonde said, ’’One is named Rolex and 
the other is named Timex.” 

“Those are unusual names,” her friend said. 
“How did you come up with them?” 

“Well, duh,” the blonde replied, ’’they’re 
watchdogs.” 

One day a new patient walked into a 
doctor’s office and said, “Doctor, I 
have an unusual problem. I have five 
penises.” 

“Well,” the doctor said, looking 
skeptical, “if that’s the case, then how 
do your pants fit?” 

The man replied, ’’Like a glove.” 




What do you give the man who has everything? Antibiotics. 
A couple wanted to be adventourous, so one night they 












The PLAYBOY Classic Interview _ 

STEPHEN KING 

• ERICNORDEN • 

A candid conversation with the author of Carrie and The Shining about ghosts, vampires, 
hig bucks and other gruesome tales of horror. — June 1983 


X n the early winter of 1972, a Maine housewife dusting her 
husband’s makeshift study fished a discarded manuscript 
out of the wastebasket and sat down to read it. When 
Stephen King returned from teaching high school English that 
evening, his wife, Tabitha, persuaded him to resume work on 
the abandoned novel, despite his conviction “that I had written 
the world’s all-time loser.” Several months later, he submitted 
the revised version to Doubleday & Company in New York. 
Carrie, a twisted fairy tale about an ugly-duckling adolescent 
transformed into a merciless engine of psychic destruction, was 
purchased by Doubleday in March 1973 for a $2500 advance 
and subsequently sold a modest 13,000 copies in hardcover. 
Reviews were both sparse and mixed; some dismissed the novel 
as a potboiler, but New York Times critic Newgate Callendar 
hailed it as “brilliant...A first novel guaranteed to give you a 
chill.” Screen rights were purchased by United Artists, and 
Brian De Palma’s 1976 film version, starring Sissy Spacek and 
John Travolta, was a critical and commercial success, while 
New American Library paid $400,000 for paperback rights and 
subsequently sold more than 2,500,000 copies. King, dubbed 
“the modern master of horror” by The New York Times, had 
exploded onto the publishing scene and had begun his meteoric 
rise on the best-seller lists. 

His second novel, Salem’s Lot (originally titled The 
Second Coming), was published in 1975 and dealt with 


a plague of vampires that terrorized and ultimately 
overwhelmed a small Maine community. 

The paperback edition sold 3,000,000 copies and 
swept King to the number-one spot on the New York Times 
paperback bestseller list. Film rights were sold to Warner 
Bros., which released it in 1979 as a two-part, four-hour 
made-for-television movie starring David Soul. Of all his 
books, Salem’s Lot remains King’s personal favorite, and he is 
planning a sequel. 

In rapid succession, King published The Shining (1977), 
The Stand (1978) and Night Shift (1978), a Grand Guignol— 
style collection of short stories. The Shining sold more 
than 50,000 copies and was his first hardback best seller. A 
harrowing account of a family’s destruction by an old hotel 
that has become a repository of supernatural evil, the novel 
was greeted favorably by critics who had previously either 
ignored King or dismissed him as another shockmeister. In 
1980, Stanley Kubrick’s lavish $18,000,000 film production 
of the book, starring Jack Nicholson, was roundly panned by 
critics, though it was a solid box-office hit and ranks among 
the 20 most profitable films ever released by Warner Bros. 

The Stand, an 800-page futuristic disaster novel with 
mystical overtones, was also a best seller and received mixed 
reviews. Some praised it as King’s most ambitious work; 
others felt it was wordy and pretentious. 



“Just as Garfield says ‘Lasagna is my life,' horror is mine. 
Id write the stuff even if I weren't paid for it, because I 
don't think there's anything sweeter on God's green earth 
than scaring the living shit out of people.'' 



“Back in the days when I was broke, I had ambivalent 
feelings about my kids. On one hand, I wanted to protect 
them, but I was also experiencing resentment, anger, even 
surges of mental violence I suppressed, thank God.” 



“It's an honor to be in the stellar company of such 
PL A YBOY Interview subjects as George Lincoln Rockwell 
and Albert Speer and James Earl Ray. What happened, 
couldn't you get Charles Mans on?” 
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With the publication of The Dead Zone in 1979, King 
might have been disturbed by the divided critical reaction to 
his work, but he could also afford to cry all the way to the 
bank. He had left Doubleday and had signed a three-novel, 
$3,000,000 contract with New American Library. Working 
at the prolific clip of a book a year, King followed The Dead 
Zone with Firestarter in 1980, Cujo in 1981 and, in 1982, a 
collection of four novellas, Different Seasons, that sold to the 
Book-of-the-Month Club for $500,000 and was among the 
top-selling hardcover novels in the country in 1982. Danse 
Macabre, a nonfiction survey of horror in literature, film and 
the mass media, was published by Everest House in 1981 and 
was hailed by the Philadelphia Inquirer as “one of the best 
books on American popular culture in the late 20th Century.” 

By the early Eighties, King had become the only author in 
history to have three books simultaneously on the New York 
Times hard and softcover best-seller lists. With the publication 
in April 1983 of Christine, the saga of a boy and his haunted 
1958 Plymouth Fury, an estimated 40,000,000 copies of King’s 
books were in print around the world. He also branched out and 
wrote the screenplay and starred in one of the five segments 
of George ( Night of the Living Dead) Romero’s seriocomic film 
Creepshow. According to Douglas Winter, author of a recent 
critical study, The Reader’s Guide to Stephen King, “In less than 
ten years, King has become the most popular writer of horror 
fiction of all time, a publishing phenomenon whose success, a 
conjoining of talent and timing, was seemingly inevitable.” 

To examine the work and probe the psyche of this 
master of the macabre, PLAYBOY sent novelist Eric Norden 
to Bangor, Maine, where King lives with his wife and three 
children. Norden reports: 

“It was a foggy, drizzling morning in late November 
when I showed up at King’s sprawling 24-room Victorian 
mansion, replete with brooding twin turrets and black- 
wrought-iron fence. The grillwork on the imposing front 
gate was fashioned into an intricate spider web surmounted 
by two perching metal bats as big and about as inviting as 
vultures. It was a fittingly sinister lair for the writer one 
hostile critic had called the ‘Wizard of Ooze.’ But the gate 
didn’t creak, and when King shambled out into the rain to 
greet me, his appearance was disarming. 

“He is a strapping 6’4” and weighs in at 200 pounds, a 
genial bear of a man with an infectious grin and disconcertingly 
gentle blue eyes behind thick horn-rimmed glasses. His jet- 
black hair commas over one eyebrow and curls at the nape 
of his neck, and his beard is thick but neatly trimmed. (A 
dedicated baseball fan, he grows it every year at the end of the 
world series and shaves when the spring season begins.) He was 
dressed casually in a faded-blue Levis work shirt, jeans, black- 
leather motorcycle jacket and scuffed-suede pukka boots-his 
everyday uniform in Bangor, which he describes affectionately 
as ‘a hard town, a hard-drinking workingman’s town.’ 

“The interior of the house quickly dispels the Charles 
Addams fagade; it is a series of large, airy rooms tastefully 
decorated in traditional New England style and presided over 
by a full-time housekeeper. Two secretaries staff King’s office, 
where he hammers out 1500 words between 8:30 and 11:30 
every morning of the year except Christmas, the Fourth of July 


and his birthday. The preserved head of a rattlesnake encased 
in a glass globe has a place of honor on his desk, and he’s fond 
of telling interviewers that he writes as he does because he has 
the heart of a small boy: ‘In fact, I keep it at home in a jar on my 
desk, as Robert Bloch, the author of Psycho, was fond of saying.’ 

“King works on a Wang word processor, which is 
currently linked by telephone hookup to an IBM model 
belonging to writer Peter (Ghost Story) Straub, with whom 
he is collaborating on a forthcoming horror novel titled The 
Talisman, scheduled for publication in 1984. (Other work in 
progress includes a novel about burial customs, Pet Sematary- 
-no typos in the title, it’s derived from a child’s spelling- 
Night Moves, an anthology, and IT, a horror magnum opus 
about a monster in the sewers that may top 2000 pages on 
completion.) King is compulsive about his output and suffers 
from headaches and insomnia if he falls behind schedule. But 
he’s not finicky about working conditions-his children wander 
freely in and out of his study when he’s composing, and he 
often writes to the blare of hard rock. 

“King is a loving and protective parent and enjoys a close 
relationship with his three kids, 12-year-old Naomi, ten-year- 
old Joe and five-year-old Owen. They often watch horror films 
together on King’s 4’x 3’ Panasonic Cinemavision video-beam 
console, which dominates a corner of the toy-strewn den. (One 
memorable lunchtime midway through our interview, King sent 
out for Big Macs while he screened Blood Feast, a particularly 
gory Sixties cut-and-slasher, and kept telling me, ‘Go ahead and 
have another burger’ while a starlet was being disemboweled 
and her blood-dripping liver was being devoured in living color.) 

“King’s relationship with Tabitha is equally close. They 
met when both were students at the University of Maine and 
were married in 1971. An attractive brunette in her early 30s, 
Tabitha is a talented author in her own right, and her blackly 
humorous fantasy novel, Small World, was published in 1981. 
Warm and supportive, Tabby is also a no-nonsense woman, 
a fact King welcomes and credits for helping him avoid the 
pitfalls of celebrity. His children are no more overwhelmed by 
their father’s fame than their mother is: ‘When I’m about to 
go out on a publicity tour for one of the books,’ King observes 
ruefully, ‘Owen just says, “Oh, Daddy’s going out to be 
Stephen King again.’” 

“King seems sincerely unimpressed about being a 
multimillionaire; all his money is handled by a New York 
accountant, who doles out $200 to him for walking-around 
money every week. ‘The rest is all on paper,’ he explains, ‘and 
I don’t even know how much I’m worth.’ His lifestyle is simple 
and unpretentious-he loves his weekly bowling night out with 
the boys and an occasional bout of cross-country skiing-with 
the exception of a few extravagances, such as the family’s two 
Mercedes. One notable luxury is a modern 11-room summer 
house on a hilltop overlooking lonely Lake Kezar in the 
foothills of the White Mountains. That was the scene where 
much of our interview was conducted to avoid the ubiquitous 
long-distance telephone calls from publishers, agents, editors 
and Hollywood producers that plague King in Bangor. 

“As banks of autumnal mist rolled in across the lake on 
the first day of the two weeks I would spend interviewing King, 

I began by asking him how it felt to see a fantasy fulfilled.” 


PLAYBOY: The protagonist of Salem’s 
Lot, a struggling young author with a 
resemblance to his creator, confesses at 
one point, “Sometimes when I’m lying 
in bed at night, I make up a Playboy 
Interview about me. Waste of time. They 
only do authors if their books are big on 


campus.” Ten novels and several million 
dollars in the bank later, your books 
are big on campus and everywhere else. 
How does it feel? 

KING: It feels great. I love it! And, sure, 
it’s an ego boost to think that I’ll be the 
subject of one of your Interviews, with my 


name in black bold print and those three 
mug shots crawling along the bottom of 
the page on top of the quotes where I 
really fucked up and put my foot in my 
mouth. It’s an honor to be in the stellar 
company of George Lincoln Rockwell 
and Albert Speer and James Earl Ray. 
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INTERVIEWS 


What happened, couldn’t you get Charles 
Manson? 

PLAYBOY: We picked you as our scary 
guy for this year. The vote wasn’t even 
close. 

KING: OK, truce. Actually, I am pleased, 
because when I was trying, without 
much apparent success, to make it as a 
writer, I’d read your Interviews and they 
always represented a visible symbol of 
achievement as well as celebrity. Like 
most writers, I dredge my memory for 
material, but I’m seldom really explicitly 
autobiographical. That passage you 
quote from Salem’s Lot is an exception, 
and it reflects my state of mind in 
those days before I sold my first book, 
when nothing seemed to be going right. 
When I couldn’t sleep, in that black 
hole of the night when all your doubts 
and fears and insecurities surge in 
at you, snarling, from the dark--what 
the Scandinavians call the wolf hour-T 
used to lie in bed alternately wondering 
if I shouldn’t throw in the creative 
towel and spinning out masturbatory 
wishfulfillment fantasies in which I 
was a successful and respected author. 
And that’s where my imaginary Playboy 
Interview came in. I’d picture myself 
calm and composed, magisterial, 
responding with lucidly reasoned 
answers to the toughest questions, 
bouncing brilliant aperA§us off the walls 
like tennis balls. Now that you’re here, 

I’ll probably do nothing but spew out 
incoherencies! But I suppose it was good 
therapy. It got me through the night. 
PLAYBOY: How you got through your 
nights is going to be a major topic of this 
interview. Were you intrigued by ghost 
stories as a child? 

KING: Ghoulies and ghosties and things 
that go bump in the night—you name 
‘em, I loved ‘em! Some of the best yarns 
in those days were spun by my uncle 
Clayton, a great old character who had 
never lost his childlike sense of wonder. 
Uncle Clayt would cock his hunting cap 
back on his mane of white hair, roll a 
Bugler cigarette with one liver-spotted 
hand, light up with a Diamond match 
he’d scratch on the sole of his boot and 
launch into great stories, not only about 
ghosts but about local legends and 
scandals, family goings on, the exploits 
of Paul Bunyan, everything under the 
sun. I’d listen spellbound to that slow 
down-East drawl of his on the porch of 
a summer night, and I’d be in another 
world. A better world, maybe. 

PLAYBOY: Did such stories trigger your 
initial interest in the supernatural? 

KING: No, that goes back as far as I can 
remember. But Uncle Clayt was a great 
spinner of tales. He was an original, Clayt. 
He could “line” bees, you know. That’s a 


“There sure is (a pyromaniac inside me), and that 
destructive side of me has a great outlet in my 
books. Jesus, I love to burn things up—on paper, 
at least. I don’t think arson would be half as 
much fun in real life as it is in fiction.” 


quirky rural talent that enables you to 
trail a honeybee all the way from a flower 
back to its hive-for miles, sometimes, 
through woods and brambles and bogs, 
but he never lost one. I sometimes wonder 
if more than good eyesight was involved. 
Uncle Clayt had another talent, too: He 
was a dowser. He could find water with 
an old piece of forked wood. How and 
why I’m not sure, but he did it. 
PLAYBOY: Do you really believe that old 
wives’ tale? 

KING: Well, wrapping an infected wound 
in a poultice of moldy bread was an old 
wives’ tale, too, and it antedated penicillin 
by the odd thousand years. But, yeah, I 
was skeptical about dowsing at first, until 
I actually saw it and experienced it—when 
Uncle Clayt defied all the experts and 
found a well in our own front yard. 
PLAYBOY: Are you sure you just didn’t 
succumb to the power of suggestion? 
KING: Sure, that’s one explanation, or 
maybe rationalization, but I tend to 
doubt it. I was bone-skeptical. I think it’s 
far more likely that there’s a perfectly 
logical and nonsupernatural explanation 
for dowsing—merely one science doesn’t 
understand yet. 

It’s easy to scoff at such things, 
but don’t forget Haldane’s law, a maxim 
coined by the famous British scientist 
J.B.S. Haldane: “The universe is not only 
queerer than we suppose, but it is queerer 
than we can suppose.” 

PLAYBOY: Did you have any other 
psychic experiences as a child? 

KING: Well, once again, I’m not even 
sure that the dowsing was psychic at 
all—at least, not in the way that term is 
bandied around today. Was it a psychic 
experience when people in the early 
18th Century saw stones falling from 
the sky? It certainly took the scientific 
establishment another 50 years to admit 
the existence of meteorites. But to answer 
your question, no, I never experienced 
anything else as a kid that smacks of the 
paranormal. 

PLAYBOY: Didn’t we read somewhere 
that your house—where this interview is 
taking place, incidentally—is haunted? 
KING: Oh, sure, by the shade of an old 
man named Conquest, who shuffled off 
this mortal coil about four generations 
back. I’ve never seen the old duffer, but 


sometimes when I’m working late at 
night, I get a distinctly uneasy feeling that 
I’m not alone. I wish he’d show himself; 
maybe we could get in some cribbage. 
Nobody in my generation will play with 
me. By the way, he died in the parlor, the 
room we’re in right now. 

PLAYBOY: Thanks. Can we take it from 
your experiences with dowsing and such 
that you’re a believer in extrasensory 
perception and in psychic phenomena in 
general? 

KING: I wouldn’t say I believe in them. 
The scientific verdict’s still out on most 
of those things, and they’re certainly 
nothing to accept as an article of faith. 
But I don’t think we should dismiss them 
out of hand just because we can’t as yet 
understand how and why they operate 
and according to what rules. There’s 
a big and vital difference between the 
unexplained and the inexplicable, and we 
should keep that in mind when discussing 
so-called psychic phenomena. Actually, I 
prefer the term wild talents, which was 
coined by the science-fiction writer Jack 
Vance. 

But it’s too bad that the orthodox 
scientific establishment isn’t more open- 
minded on those questions, because they 
should be subjected to rigorous research 
and evaluation-if for no other reason 
than to prevent them from becoming 
the exclusive property of the kooks and 
cultists on the occult lunatic fringe. 
There’s a lot of evidence that both the 
American and the Soviet governments 
take the subject a damn sight more 
seriously than they let on in public and 
are conducting top-priority studies to 
understand and isolate a whole range of 
esoteric phenomena, from levitation and 
Kirlian photography—a film process that 
reveals the human aura—to telepathy 
and teleportation and psychokinesis. 

Sadly, and maybe ominously, 
neither side is pursuing the subject out 
of some objective search for scientific 
truth. What they’re really interested in is 
its espionage and military potential, as 
in scrambling the brains of missile-silo 
operators or influencing the decisions of 
national leaders in a crisis. It’s a shame, 
because what you’re talking about here is 
unlocking the secrets of the human mind 
and exploring the inner frontier. That’s 
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the last thing that should be left in the 
hands of the CIA or the K.G.B. 

PLAYBOY: Both Carrie and Firestarter 
deal with the wild talents of young girls on 
the threshold of adolescence. Were they 
fictional reworkings of the poltergeist 
theme, as popularized by Steven 
Spielberg’s recent film Poltergeist ? 

KING: Not directly, though I suppose 
there’s a similarity. Poltergeist activity is 
supposed to be a sudden manifestation 
of semihysterical psychic power in kids, 
generally girls who are just entering 
puberty. So in that sense, Carrie, in 
particular, could be said to be a kind of 
super-poltergeist. Again, I’m not saying 
there’s anything objectively valid to 
the so-called poltergeist phenomenon, 
just that that’s one of the explanations 
advanced for it. But I’ve never seriously 
researched the whole subject, and those 
cases I’ve read about seem surrounded 
by so much National Enquirer-style 
hype and sensationalism that I tend to 
suspend judgment. Charlie McGee, the 
girl in Firestarter, actually has a specific 
gift, if that’s the word, that goes beyond 
the poltergeist phenomenon, though it’s 
occasionally reported in conjunction with 
it. Charlie can start fires—she can burn 
up buildings or, if her back’s against the 
wall, people. 

On this whole subject of wild 
talents, it was fascinating to discover 
when researching Firestarter that there 
is a well-documented if totally baffling 
phenomenon called pyrokinesis, or 
spontaneous human combustion, in 
which a man or a woman burns to a 
crisp in a fire that generates almost 
inconceivable temperatures—a fire that 
seems to come from inside the victim. 
There have been medically documented 
cases from all over the world in which a 
corpse has been found burned beyond 
recognition while the chair or the bed 
on which it was found wasn’t even 
charred. Sometimes, the victims are 
actually reduced to ash, and I know 
from researching burial customs for a 
forthcoming book that the heat required 
to do that is tremendous. You can’t even 
manage it in a crematorium, you know; 
which is why, after your body comes out 
of the blast furnace on the conveyor belt, 
there’s a guy at the other end with a rake 
to pound up your bones before they pour 
you into the little urn that goes on the 
mantelpiece. 

I remember a case reported in the 
press in the mid-Sixties in which a kid 
was just lying on a beach when suddenly 
he burst into flames. His father dragged 
him into the water and dunked him, but 
he continued to burn underwater, as 
if he’d been hit by a white-phosphorus 
bomb. The kid died and the father had 


to go into the hospital with third-degree 
burns on his arms. 

There’s a lot of mystery in the world, 
a lot of dark, shadowy corners we haven’t 
explored yet. We shouldn’t be too smug 
about dismissing out of hand everything 
we can’t understand. The dark can have 
teeth, man! 

PLAYBOY: The dark has also been 
very lucrative for you. Aside from 
the phenomenal sales of the books 
themselves, Salem’s Lot was sold to 
television as a miniseries, and Carrie and 
The Shining have been made into feature 
films. Were you pleased with the results? 
KING: Well, considering the limitations 
of TV, Salem’s Lot could have turned out 
a lot worse than it did. The two-part TV 
special was directed by Tobe Hooper of 
Texas Chain-Saw Massacre fame, and 
outside of a few boners—such as making 
my vampire Barlow look exactly like the 
cadaverously inhuman night stalker in the 
famous German silent film Nosferatu— 
he did a pretty good job. I breathed a 
hearty sigh of relief, however, when some 
plans to turn it into a network series 
fell apart, because today’s television is 
just too institutionally fainthearted and 
unimaginative to handle real horror. 

Brian De Palma’s Carrie was terrific. 
He handled the material deftly and 
artistically and got a fine performance 
out of Sissy Spacek. In many ways, the 
film is far more stylish than my book, 
which I still think is a gripping read but 
is impeded by a certain heaviness, a 
Sturm und Drang quality that’s absent 
from the film. Stanley Kubrick’s version 
of The Shining is a lot tougher for me 
to evaluate, because I’m still profoundly 
ambivalent about the whole thing. I’d 
admired Kubrick for a long time and had 
great expectations for the project, but I 
was deeply disappointed in the end result. 
Parts of the film are chilling, charged 
with a relentlessly claustrophobic terror, 
but others fall flat. 

I think there are two basic problems 
with the movie. First, Kubrick is a very 
cold man—pragmatic and rational—and 
he had great difficulty conceiving, even 
academically, of a supernatural world. 
He used to make transatlantic calls to 
me from England at odd hours of the 
day and night, and I remember once he 
rang up at seven in the morning and 
asked, “Do you believe in God?” I wiped 
the shaving cream away from my mouth, 
thought a minute and said, “Yeah, I think 
so.” Kubrick replied, “No, I don’t think 
there is a God,” and hung up. Not that 
religion has to be involved in horror, but 
a visceral skeptic such as Kubrick just 
couldn’t grasp the sheer inhuman evil of 
the Overlook Hotel. So he looked, instead, 
for evil in the characters and made the 


film into a domestic tragedy with only 
vaguely supernatural overtones. That 
was the basic flaw: Because he couldn’t 
believe, he couldn’t make the film 
believable to others. 

The second problem was in 
characterization and casting. Jack 
Nicholson, though a fine actor, was all 
wrong for the part. His last big role had 
been in One Flew over the Cuckoo’s Nest, 
and between that and his manic grin, the 
audience automatically identified him 
as a loony from the first scene. But the 
book is about Jack Torrance’s gradual 
descent into madness through the malign 
influence of the Overlook, which is like 
a huge storage battery charged with an 
evil powerful enough to corrupt all those 
who come into contact with it. If the guy 
is nuts to begin with, then the entire 
tragedy of his downfall is wasted. For 
that reason, the film has no center and 
no heart, despite its brilliantly unnerving 
camera angles and dazzling use of the 
Steadicam. What’s basically wrong with 
Kubrick’s version of The Shining is that 
it’s a film by a man who thinks too much 
and feels too little; and that’s why, for 
all its virtuoso effects, it never gets you 
by the throat and hangs on the way real 
horror should. 

I’d like to remake The Shining 
someday, maybe even direct it myself 
if anybody will give me enough rope to 
hang myself with. 

PLAYBOY: In The Stand, which has 
become something of a cult object to 
many of your fans, a rapidly mutating 
flu virus accidentally released by the 
U.S. military wipes out nine tenths of the 
world’s population and sets the stage 
for an apocalyptic struggle between 
good and evil. That ultimate genocide 
was presaged, on a more modest scale 
by Carrie and Firestarter, both of which 
conclude with the beleaguered heroines 
raining fiery death and destruction on 
their tormentors and innocent bystanders 
alike; by Salem’s Lot, in which you burn 
down the town at the end; and by the 
explosion and burning of the Overlook 
Hotel at the conclusion of The Shining. 
Is there a pyromaniac or a mad bomber 
inside you screaming to get out? 

KING: There sure is, and that destructive 
side of me has a great outlet in my books. 
Jesus, I love to burn things up—on paper, 
at least. I don’t think arson would be 
half as much fun in real life as it is in 
fiction. One of my favorite moments 
in all my work comes in the middle of 
The Stand, when one of my villains, the 
Trashcan Man, sets all these oil-refinery 
holding tanks on fire and they go off like 
bombs. It’s as if the night sky had been 
set ablaze. God, that was a gas! It’s the 
werewolf in me, I guess, but I love fire, I 
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love destruction. It’s great and it’s black 
and it’s exciting. When I write scenes like 
that, I feel like Samson pulling down the 
temple on top of everybody’s head. 

The Stand was particularly fulfilling, 
because there I got a chance to scrub 
the whole human race and, man, it was 
fun! Sitting at the typewriter, I felt just 
like Alexander lifting his sword over 
the Gordian knot and snarling, “Fuck 
unraveling it; I’ll do it my way!” Much 
of the compulsive, driven feeling I had 
while I worked on The Stand came from 
the vicarious thrill of imagining an entire 
entrenched social order destroyed in one 
stroke. That’s the mad-bomber side of 
my character, I suppose. 

But the ending of the book reflects 
what I hope is another, more constructive 
aspect. After all the annihilation and 
suffering and despair, The Stand is 
inherently optimistic in that it depicts 
a gradual reassertion of humane values 
as mankind picks itself out of the ashes 
and ultimately restores the moral and 
ecological balance. Despite all the grisly 
scenes, the book is also a testament to 
the enduring human values of courage, 
kindness, friendship and love, and at the 
end it echoes Camus’ remark “Happiness, 
too, is inevitable.” 

PLAYBOY: There must have been a time, 
before all this wealth and fame, when 
happiness didn’t seem inevitable to you. 
How rough were the early days? 

KING: Well, let’s just say that, like most 
overnight successes, I’ve had to pay my 
dues. When I got out of college in the 
early Seventies with a degree in English 
and a teaching certificate, I found there 
was a glut on the teaching market, and 
I went to work pumping gas in a filling 
station and later on pressing sheets in 
an industrial laundry for $60 a week. We 
were as poor as church mice, with two 
small kids, and needless to say, it wasn’t 
easy to make ends meet on that salary. My 
wife went to work as a waitress in a local 
Dunkin’ Donuts and came home every 
night smelling like a cruller. Nice aroma 
at first, you know, all fresh and sugary, 
but it got pretty god-damned cloying 
after a while—I haven’t been able to look 
a doughnut in the face ever since. 

Anyway, in the fall of 1971, I 
finally got a job as an English instructor 
at Hampden Academy, just across the 
Penobscot River from Bangor, but it paid 
only $6400 a year, barely more than I 
had been earning before. In fact, I had 
to go back and moonlight in the laundry 
just to keep our heads above water. We 
were living in a trailer on top of a bleak, 
snow-swept hillside in Hermon, Maine, 
which, if not the asshole of the universe, 
is at least within farting distance of it. I’d 
come home exhausted from school and 


squat in the trailer’s furnace room, with 
Tabby’s little Olivetti portable perched 
on a child’s desk I had to balance on 
my knees, and try to hammer out some 
scintillating prose. 

That was where I wrote Salem’s Lot, 
actually. It was my second published 
book, but the bulk of the writing was 
completed before Carrie was even 
accepted by Doubleday. And believe me, 
after a day of teaching and then coming 
home and watching Tabby gamely juggle 
her way through a mountain of unpaid 
bills, it was a positive pleasure to squeeze 
into that cramped furnace room and 
do battle with a horde of bloodthirsty 
vampires. Compared with our creditors, 
they were a fuckin’ relief! 

PLAYBOY: Were you selling any of your 
work at that time? 

KING: Yes, but only short stories, and 
only to the smaller-circulation men’s 
magazines, such as Cavalier and Dude. 
The money was useful, God knows, but 
if you know that particular market, you 
know there wasn’t much of it. Anyway, 
the payment for my stories wasn’t 
enough to keep us out of the red, and 
I was getting nowhere with my longer 
work. I’d written several novels, ranging 
from awful to mediocre to passable, but 
all had been rejected, even though I was 
beginning to get some encouragement 
from a wonderful editor at Doubleday 
named Bill Thompson. But as gratifying 
as his support was, I couldn’t bank it. My 
kids were wearing hand-me-downs from 
friends and relatives, our old rattletrap 
1965 Buick Special was rapidly self- 
destructing and we finally had to ask Ma 
Bell to remove our phone. 

On top of everything else, I was 
fucking up personally. I wish I could 
say today that I bravely shook my fist 
in the face of adversity and carried on 
undaunted, but I can’t. I copped out to 
self-pity and anxiety and started drinking 
far too much and frittering money away 
on poker and bumper pool. You know the 
scene: It’s Friday night and you cash your 
pay check in the bar and start knocking 
them down, and before you know what’s 
happened, you’ve pissed away half the 
food budget for that week. 

PLAYBOY: How did your marriage stand 
up under those strains? 


KING: Well, it was touch and go for a 
while there, and things could get pretty 
tense at home. It was a vicious circle: 
The more miserable and inadequate I 
felt about what I saw as my failure as a 
writer, the more I’d try to escape into a 
bottle, which would only exacerbate the 
domestic stress and make me even more 
depressed. Tabby was steamed about the 
booze, of course, but she told me she 
understood that the reason I drank too 
much was that I felt it was never going 
to happen, that I was never going to be a 
writer of any consequence. And, of course, 
I feared she was right. I’d lie awake at night 
seeing myself at 50, my hair graying, my 
jowls thickening, a network of whiskey- 
ruptured capillaries spiderwebbing 
across my nose—’’drinker’s tattoos,” 
we call them in Maine—with a dusty 
trunkful of unpublished novels rotting 
in the basement, teaching high school 
English for the rest of my life and getting 
off what few literary rocks I had left 
by advising the student newspaper or 
maybe teaching a creative-writing course. 
Yechh! Even though I was only in my mid- 
20s and rationally realized that there 
was still plenty of time and opportunity 
ahead, that pressure to break through in 
my work was building in a kind of psychic 
crescendo, and when it appeared to be 
thwarted, I felt desperately depressed, 
cornered. I felt trapped in a suicidal rat 
race, with no way out of the maze. 
PLAYBOY: Did you ever seriously 
contemplate suicide? 

KING: Oh, no, never; that phrase was 
just metaphorical overkill. I have my 
share of human weaknesses, but I’m also 
bone-stubborn. Maybe that’s a Maine 
trait; I don’t know. Anyway, wasn’t it 
Mencken who said that suicide is a 
belated acquiescence in the opinion of 
your wife’s relative? But what did worry 
me was the effect all that was having on 
my marriage. Hell, we were already on 
marshy ground in those days, and I feared 
that the quicksand was just around the 
bend. I loved my wife and kids, but as the 
pressure mounted, I was beginning to 
have ambivalent feelings about them, too. 
On the one hand, I wanted nothing more 
than to provide for them and protect 
them-but at the same time, unprepared 
as I was for the rigors of fatherhood, I 


“From everything I’ve learned about my father, 
he would have burned himself out by now. He 
liked to drink and carouse a lot. In fact, from 
what my mother hinted, I think he was in trouble 
with the law on more than one occasion.” 
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was also experiencing a range of nasty 
emotions from resentment to anger to 
occasional outright hate, even surges of 
mental violence that, thank God, I was 
able to suppress. I’d wander around the 
crummy little living room of our trailer at 
three o’clock on a cold winter’s morning 
with my teething nine-month-old son 
Joe slung over my shoulder, more often 
than not spitting up all over my shirt, 
and I’d try to figure out how and why I’d 
ever committed myself to that particular 
lunatic asylum. All the claustrophobic 
fears would squeeze in on me then, and 
I’d wonder if it hadn’t already all passed 
me by, if I weren’t just chasing a fool’s 
dream. A nocturnal snowmobile would 
whine in the dark distance, like an angry 
insect, and I’d say to myself, “Shit, King, 
face it; you’re going to be teaching fuckin’ 
high school kids for the rest of your life.” 
I don’t know what would have happened 
to my marriage and my sanity if it hadn’t 
been for the totally unexpected news, 
in 1973, that Doubleday had accepted 
Carrie, which I had thought had very little 
chance of a sale. 

PLAYBOY: What was more important to 
you—the money from Carrie or the fact 
that you had finally been recognized as a 
serious novelist? 

KING: Both, actually, though I might 
question how serious a novelist 
Doubleday took me for. It wasn’t about 
to promote Carrie as that year’s answer 
to Madame Bovary, that’s for sure. Even 
though there’s a lot I still like and stand 
behind in the book, I’m the first to admit 
that it is often clumsy and artless. But 
both creatively and financially, Carrie 
was a kind of escape hatch for Tabby and 
me, and we were able to flee through it 
into a totally different existence. Hell, our 
lives changed so quickly that for more 
than a year afterward, we walked around 
with big, sappy grins on our faces, hardly 
daring to believe we were out of that 
trap for good. It was a great feeling of 
liberation, because at last I was free to 
quit teaching and fulfill what I believe is 
my only function in life: to write books. 
Good, bad or indifferent books, that’s 
for others to decide; for me, it’s enough 
just to write. I’d been writing since I was 
12, seriously if pretty badly at first, and 
I sold Carrie when I was 26, so I’d had 
a relatively long apprenticeship. But that 
first hardcover sale sure tasted sweet! 
PLAYBOY: As you’ve indicated, that 
compulsion to be a writer has been with 
you since you were a boy. Was it a means 
of escape from an unhappy childhood? 
KING: Maybe, though it’s generally 
impossible even to remember the feelings 
and motivations of childhood, much 
less to understand or rationally analyze 
them. Kids, thank God, are all deliciously, 


creatively crazy by our desiccated adult 
standards. But it’s true that I was prey to 
a lot of conflicting emotions as a child. 
I had friends and all that, but I often 
felt unhappy and different, estranged 
from other kids my age. I was a fat kid- 
husky was the euphemism they used in 
the clothing store—and pretty poorly 
coordinated, always the last picked when 
we chose teams. 

At times, particularly in my teens, I 
felt violent, as if I wanted to lash out at the 
world, but that rage I kept hidden. That 
was a secret place in myself I wouldn’t 
reveal to anyone else. I guess part of it 
was that my brother and I had a pretty 
shirt-tail existence as kids. My father 
deserted us when I was two and David 
was four and left my mother without a 
dime. She was a wonderful lady, a very 
brave lady in that old-fashioned sense, 
and went to work to support us, generally 
at menial jobs because of her lack of any 
professional training. After my father did 
his moonlight flit, she became a rolling 
stone, following the jobs around the 
country. We traveled across New England 
and the Middle West, one low-paying 
job following another. She worked as 
a laundry presser and a doughnut 
maker—like my wife, 20 years later—as 
a housekeeper, a store clerk; you name 
it, she did it. 

PLAYBOY: Did living on the edge of 
poverty leave any lasting scars? 

KING: No, and I didn’t think of it in terms 
of poverty, either then or now. Ours 
wasn’t a life of unremitting misery by any 
means, and we never missed a meal, even 
though prime sirloin was rarely on our 
plates. Finally, when I was about ten, we 
moved back to Maine, to the little town 
of Durham. 

For ten years, we lived a virtual 
barter existence, practically never 
seeing any hard cash. If we needed food, 
relatives would bring a bag of groceries; 
if we needed clothes, there’d always be 
hand-me-downs. Believe me, I was never 
on the best-dressed list at school! And 
the well dried up in the summer, so we 
had to use the outhouse. There was no 
bath or shower, either, and in those icy 
Maine winters, we’d walk half a mile or 
so to my aunt Ethelyn’s for a hot bath. 
Shit, coming home through the snow, 
we’d steam! So, yeah, I guess in many 
ways it was a hard-scrabble existence 
but not an impoverished one in the most 
important sense of the word. Thanks to 
my mother, the one thing that was never 
in short supply, corny as it may sound to 
say it, was love. And in that sense, I was a 
hell of a lot less deprived than countless 
children of middle-class or wealthy 
families, whose parents have time for 
everything but their kids. 


PLAYBOY: Has your father ever contacted 
you in the years since he walked out, out 
of either guilt or—in view of your new¬ 
found wealth—greed? 

KING: No, though I suspect the latter 
would be his more likely motivation. 
Actually, it was a classic desertion, not 
even a note of explanation or justification 
left behind. He said, literally, that he was 
going out to the grocery store for a pack 
of cigarettes, and he didn’t take any of 
his things with him. That was in 1949, 
and none of us have heard of the bastard 
since. 

PLAYBOY: Now that you’re a 

multimillionaire with more resources 
at your command than your mother 
could have dreamed of, have you 
ever considered launching your own 
investigation to track down your father 
or, at least, to determine whether he’s 
alive or dead? 

KING: The idea has crossed my mind now 
and then over the years, but something 
always holds me back. Superstition, I 
guess, like the old saw about letting 
sleeping dogs lie. To tell the truth, I don’t 
know how I’d react if I ever did find him 
and we came face to face. But even if I 
ever did decide to launch an investigation, 
I don’t think anything would come of 
it, because I’m pretty sure my father’s 
dead. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

KING: From everything I’ve learned 
about my father, he would have burned 
himself out by now. He liked to drink 
and carouse a lot. In fact, from what my 
mother hinted, I think he was in trouble 
with the law on more than one occasion. 
He used aliases often enough—he was 
born Donald Spansky in Peru, Indiana, 
then called himself Pollack and finally 
changed his name legally to King. 

He’d started out as an Electrolux 
salesman in the Middle West, but I think 
he blotted his copybook somewhere along 
the way. As my mother once told me, he 
was the only man on the sales force who 
regularly demonstrated vacuum cleaners 
to pretty young widows at two o’clock in 
the morning. He was quite a ladies’ man, 
according to my mother, and I apparently 
have a beautiful bastard half-sister in 
Brazil. In any case, he was a man with an 
itchy foot, a travelin’ man, as the song 
says. I think trouble came easy to him. 
PLAYBOY: So you’re not exactly eager to 
be taken for a chip off the old block? 
KING: Let’s hope heredity takes second 
place to environment in my case. From 
what I’m told, my father certainly beat 
hell out of me in the Lothario department, 
where I’m monotonously monogamous, 
though I do have a weakness for booze 
that I try to control, and I love fast cars 
and motorcycles. I certainly don’t share 


PLAYBOY 71 


INTERVIEWS 


his wanderlust, which is one among many 
reasons that I’ve remained in Maine, even 
though I now have the financial freedom 
to live anywhere in the world. Oddly 
enough, the only point of similarity may 
be our literary tastes. My father had a 
secret love for science fiction and horror 
tales, and he tried to write them himself, 
submitting stories to the major men’s 
magazines of his day, such as Bluebook 
and Argosy. None of the stories sold and 
none survives. 

PLAYBOY: A scrapbook of your vanished 
father’s personal effects is prominent in 
the study of your summer house. Doesn’t 
that preservation of the memorabilia of a 
man you never knew suggest that you’re 
still mentally gnawing at the wound? 
KING: No, the wound itself has healed, 
but that doesn’t preclude an interest in 
how and why it was inflicted. And that, 
I think, is a far cry from picking at some 
psychic scab. Anyway, the scrapbook 
you mention isn’t some kind of secret 
shrine to his memory, just a handful 
of souvenirs: a couple of dog-eared 
postcards he’d sent my mother from 
various ports of call, mainly in Latin 
America; a few photographs of different 
ships on which he’d sailed; a faded and 
rather idealized sketch from a Mexican 
market place. Just the odds and ends 
he’d left behind, like the corpse in the 
E.C. horror comics of the Fifties—God, I 
loved those mothers!—who comes back 
from a watery grave to wreak revenge 
on the wife and boyfriend who did him 
in but phones first and whispers, “I’m 
coming; I’d be there sooner but little bits 
of me keep falling off along the way.” 

Well, the little bits of my father that 
fell off along the way are preserved in that 
scrapbook, like a time capsule. It all cuts 
off in 1949, when he took a powder on 
us. Sometimes, I’ll leaf through the pages 
and it reminds me of a chilly autumn 
day in the Fifties when my brother and 
I discovered several spools of old movie 
film my father had taken. He was an avid 
photography buff, apparently, but we’d 
never seen much of his handiwork beyond 
a few snapshots. My mother had stowed 
the film away in my aunt and uncle’s attic. 
So here you have these two kids—I must 
have been around eight and David ten- 


struggling to operate this old dinosaur 
of a movie projector we had managed to 
rent. When we finally got it working, the 
stuff was pretty disappointing at first—a 
lot of strange faces and exotic scenes but 
no sign of the old man. And then, after 
we’d gone through a couple of reels of 
film, David jumped up and said, “That’s 
him! That’s our father!” He’d handed the 
camera to one of his buddies and there 
he was, lounging against a ship’s rail, a 
choppy sea in the background. My old 
man. David remembered him, but it was 
a stranger’s face to me. By the look of 
the sea, he was probably somewhere on 
the North Atlantic, so the film must have 
been taken during the war. He raised his 
hand and smiled, unwittingly waving at 
sons who weren’t born yet. Hi, Dad, don’t 
forget to write. 

PLAYBOY: Considering what you write 
about, have you ever thought of going 
to a seance or of finding some other 
supernatural way to communicate with 
him? 

KING: Are you kidding? I’ve never even 
attended a seance. Jesus, no! Precisely 
because I know a little bit about the 
subject, that’s the last thing I’d ever do. 
You couldn’t drag me to one of those 
things, and the same thing goes for a 
Ouija board. All that shit—stay away 
from it! Sure, I know most mediums are 
fakes and phonies and con artists, the 
worst kind of human vultures, preying on 
human suffering and loss and loneliness. 
But if there are things floating around 
out there—disembodied entities, spirit 
demons, call them what you will—then 
it’s the height of folly to invite them to 
use you as a channel into this world. 
Because they might like what they found, 
man, and they might decide to stay! 
PLAYBOY: Is your fear of seances 
an isolated phenomenon, or are you 
superstitious about other aspects of the 
so-called supernatural? 

KING: Oh, sure, I’m very superstitious 
by nature. I mean, part of my mind, the 
rational part, will say, “Come on, man, 
this is all self-indulgent bullshit,” but 
the other part, the part as old as the 
first caveman cowering by his fire as 
something huge and hungry howls in the 
night, says, “Yeah, maybe so, but why take 


a chance?” That’s why I observe all the 
old folk superstitions: I don’t walk under 
ladders; I’m scared shitless I’ll get seven 
years’ bad luck if I break a mirror; I try 
to stay home cowering under the covers 
on Friday the 13th. God, once I had to fly 
on Friday the 13th —I had no choice—and 
while the ground crew didn’t exactly have 
to carry me onto the plane kicking and 
screaming, it was still no picnic. It didn’t 
help that I’m afraid of flying, either. I 
guess I hate surrendering control over my 
life to some faceless pilot who could have 
been secretly boozing it up all afternoon 
or who has an embolism in his cranium, 
like an invisible time bomb. But I have a 
thing about the number 13 in general; it 
never fails to trace that old icy finger up 
and down my spine. When I’m writing, 
I’ll never stop work if the page number 
is 13 or a multiple of 13; I’ll just keep on 
typing till I get to a safe number. 
PLAYBOY: Are you afraid of the dark? 
KING: Of course. Isn’t everybody? 
Actually, I can’t understand my own 
family sometimes. I won’t sleep without 
a light on in the room and, needless 
to say, I’m very careful to see that the 
blankets are tucked tight under my legs 
so I won’t wake up in the middle of the 
night with a clammy hand clutching my 
ankle. But when Tabby and I were first 
married, it was summer and she’d be 
sleeping starkers and I’d be lying there 
with the sheets pulled up to my eyes and 
she’d say, “Why are you sleeping in that 
crazy way?” And I tried to explain that it 
was just safer that way, but I’m not sure 
she really understood. And now she’s 
done something else I’m not very happy 
with: She’s added this big fluffy flounce 
around the bottom of our double bed, 
which means that before you go to sleep, 
when you want to check what’s hiding 
under there, you have to flip up that 
flounce and poke your nose right in. And 
it’s too close, man; something could claw 
your face right off before you spotted 
it. But Tabby just doesn’t appreciate my 
point of view. 

PLAYBOY: Have you ever considered 
probing under the bed with a broom 
handle? 

KING: Naw, man, that would be pussy. I 
mean, sometimes we have house guests 
staying overnight; how would it look if 
the next morning, they said, “Gee, we 
were going to the bathroom last night 
and we saw Steve on his hands and 
knees, sticking a broom handle under his 
bed”? It might tarnish the image. But it’s 
not only Tabby who doesn’t understand; 
I’m disturbed by the attitude of my kids, 
too. I mean, I suffer a bit from insomnia, 
and every night, I’ll check them in their 
beds to see that they’re still breathing, 
and my two oldest, Naomi and Joe, will 
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probably as a result of listening to all those radio 
shows as a kid and watching some pretty violent 
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always tell me, “Be sure to turn off the 
light and close the door when you leave, 
Daddy.” Turn off the light! Close the 
door! How can they face it? I mean, my 
God, anything could be in their room, 
crouched inside their closet, coiled under 
their bed, just waiting to slither out, 
pounce on them and sink its talons into 
them! Those things can’t stand the light, 
you know, but the darkness is dangerous! 
But try telling that to my kids. I hope 
there’s nothing wrong with them. God 
knows, when I was their age, I just knew 
that the bogeyman was waiting for me. 
Maybe he still is. 

PLAYBOY: What, besides your own 
imagination, scared you? 

KING: A movie I’ll certainly never forget 
is Earth Vs. the Flying Saucers , starring 
Hugh Marlowe, which was basically a 
horror flick masquerading as science 
fiction. It was October 1957, I’d just 
turned ten and I was watching it in the old 
Stratford Theater in downtown Stratford, 
Connecticut—one of those quarter-a-shot 
Saturday-afternoon matinees for kids. 
The film was pretty standard stuff, about 
an invasion of earth by this deadly race 
of aliens from a dying planet; but toward 
the end—just when it was reaching the 
good part, with Washington in flames and 
the final, cataclysmic interstellar battle 
about to be joined—the screen suddenly 
went dead. Well, kids started to clap 
and hoot, thinking the projectionist had 
made a mistake or the reel had broken, 
but then, all of a sudden, the theater 
lights went on full strength, which really 
surprised everybody, because nothing 
like that had ever happened before in the 
middle of a movie. And then the theater 
manager came striding down the center 
aisle, looking pale, and he mounted the 
stage and said, in a trembling voice, “I 
want to tell you that the Russians have 
put a space satellite into orbit around 
earth. They call it Sputnik.” Or Spootnik, 
as he pronounced it. 

There was a long, hushed pause as 
this crowd of Fifties kids in cuffed jeans, 
with crewcuts or ducktails or ponytails, 
struggled to absorb all that; and then, 
suddenly, one voice, near tears but also 
charged with terrible anger, shrilled 
through the stunned silence: “Oh, go 
show the movie, you liar!” And after a 
few minutes, the film came back on, but I 
just sat there, frozen to my seat, because 
I knew the manager wasn’t lying. 

That was a terrifying knowledge for 
a member of that entire generation of 
war babies brought up on Captain Video 
and Terry and the Pirates and Combat 
Casey comic books, reared smug in the 
myth of America’s military invincibility 
and moral supremacy, convinced we 
were the good guys and God was with 


us all the way. I immediately made the 
connection between the film we were 
seeing and the fact that the Russians 
had a space satellite circling the heavens, 
loaded, for all I knew, with H-bombs to 
rain down on our unsuspecting heads. 
And at that moment, the fears of fictional 
horror vividly intersected with the 
reality of potential nuclear holocaust; a 
transition from fantasy to a real world 
suddenly became far more ominous 
and threatening. And as I sat there, the 
film concluded with the voices of the 
malignant invading saucerians echoing 
from the screen in a final threat: “Look 
to your skies... A warning will come 
from your skies... Look to your skies...” 
I still find it impossible to convey, even 
to my own kids, how terribly frightened 
and alone and depressed I felt at that 
moment. 

PLAYBOY: Kids do, as you say, have 
active imaginations, but wasn’t yours 
unhealthily overheated? 

KING: I think most kids share some of 
my morbid preoccupations, and there’s 
probably something missing in those who 
don’t. It’s all a matter of degree, I guess. 
An active imagination has always been 
part of the baggage I’ve carried with me, 
and when you’re a kid, it can sometimes 
exact a pretty grueling toll. But many of 
the fears I had to learn to cope with had 
nothing to do with the supernatural. 
They stemmed from the same day-to-day 
anxieties and insecurities a lot of children 
have to come to terms with. For example, 
when I was growing up, I’d think a lot of 
what would happen if my mother died 
and I were left an orphan. Now, a kid with 
relatively little imagination, the kind with 
a great future in computer programming 
or the chamber of commerce, will say to 
himself, “So what, she’s not dead, she’s not 
even sick, so forget it.” But with the kind of 
imagination I had, you couldn’t switch off 
the images once you’d triggered them, so 
I’d see my mother laid out in a white-silk- 
lined mahogany coffin with brass handles, 
her dead face blank and waxen; I’d hear 
the organ dirges in the background; and 
then I’d see myself being dragged off to 
some Dickensian workhouse by a terrible 
old lady in black. 

But what really scared me most about 
the prospect of my mother’s death was 
not being shipped off to some institution, 
rough as that would have been, but I was 
afraid it would drive me crazy. 

PLAYBOY: Did you have any doubts 
about your sanity? 

KING: I didn’t trust it, that’s for sure. One of 
my big fears as I was growing up was that I 
was going to go insane, particularly after I 
saw that harrowing film The Snake Pit, with 
Olivia de Havilland, on TV. There were all 
those lunatics in a state mental institution 


tormenting themselves with their delusions 
and psychoses and being tormented, in 
turn, by their sadistic keepers, and I had 
very little trouble imagining myself in their 
midst. In the years since, I’ve learned what 
a tough, resilient organ the human brain is 
and how much psychic hammering it can 
withstand, but in those days, I was sure 
that you just went crazy all at once; you’d 
be walking down the street and—pffft!— 
you’d suddenly think you were a chicken or 
start chopping up the neighborhood kids 
with garden shears. So, for a long time, I 
was very much afraid of going nuts. 
PLAYBOY: Is there any history of insanity 
in your family? 

KING: Oh, we had a ripe crop of eccentrics, 
to say the least, on my father’s side. I can 
recall my aunt Betty, who my mother 
always said was a schizophrenic and 
who apparently ended her life in a loony 
bin. Then there was my father’s mother, 
Granny Spansky, whom David and I got to 
know when we were living in the Middle 
West. She was a big, heavy-set woman who 
alternately fascinated and repelled me. I 
can still see her cackling like an old witch 
through toothless gums while she’d fry an 
entire loaf of bread in bacon drippings on 
an antique range and then gobble it down, 
chortling, “My, that’s crisp!” 

PLAYBOY: What other fears haunted you 
in your childhood? 

KING: Well, I was terrified and fascinated 
by death—death in general and my own 
in particular—probably as a result of 
listening to all those radio shows as a 
kid and watching some pretty violent TV 
shows, such as Peter Gunn and Highway 
Patrol, in which death came cheap and 
fast. I was absolutely convinced that 
I’d never live to reach 20. I envisioned 
myself walking home one night along 
a dark, deserted street and somebody 
or something would jump out of the 
bushes and that would be it. So death 
as a concept and the people who dealt 
out death intrigued me. I remember I 
compiled an entire scrapbook on Charlie 
Starkweather, the Fifties mass murderer 
who cut a bloody swath through the 
Midwest with his girlfriend. God, I had a 
hard time hiding that from my mother. 
Starkweather killed nine or ten people in 
cold blood, and I used to clip and paste 
every news item I could find on him, and 
then I’d sit trying to unravel the inner 
horror behind that ordinary face. I knew 
I was looking at big-time sociopathic evil, 
not the neat little Agatha Christie-style 
villain but something wilder and darker 
and unchained. I wavered between 
attraction and repulsion, maybe because 
I realized the face in the photograph 
could be my own. 

PLAYBOY: Once again, those aren’t the 
musings of your typical little leaguer. 
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“Yeah, there are a lot of women who want to 
fuck fame or power or whatever it is. The entire 
groupie syndrome. Sometimes, the idea of an 
anonymous fuck is sort of appealing.” 


Weren’t you worried even then that there 
might be something abnormal about your 
obsession? 

KING: Obsession is too strong a word. It 
was more like trying to figure out a puzzle, 
because I wanted to know why somebody 
could do the things Starkweather did. 
I suppose I wanted to decipher the 
unspeakable, just as people try to make 
sense out of Auschwitz or Jonestown. I 
certainly didn’t find evil seductive in any 
sick way—that would be pathological— 
but I did find it compelling. And I think 
most people do, or the bookstores 
wouldn’t still be filled with biographies 
of Adolf Hitler more than 3 5 years after 
World War Two. The fascination of the 
abomination, as Comad called it. 
PLAYBOY: Have the fears and insecurities 
that plagued you in childhood persisted 
into adult life? 

KING: Some of the old faithful night 
sweats are still with me, such as my fear 
of darkness, but some of the others I’ve 
just exchanged for a new set. I mean, you 
just can’t stick with yesterday’s fears 
forever, right? Let’s see, now, updated 
phobias. OK, I have a fear of choking, 
maybe because the night my mother 
died of cancer—practically the same 
minute, actually—my son had a terrible 
choking fit in his bed at home. He was 
turning blue when Tabby finally forced 
out the obstruction. And I can see that 
happening to me at the dinner table, 
and everybody panics and forgets the 
heimlich maneuver and I’m polished off 
by half a Big Mac. What else? I don’t like 
bugs in general, though I came to terms 
with the 30 thousand cockroaches George 
Romero’s roach wranglers imported 
from Costa Rica for a segment of our film 
Creepshow. But I just can’t take spiders! 
No way—particularly those big hairy ones 
that look like furry basketballs with legs, 
the ones that are hiding inside a bunch 
of bananas, waiting to jump out at you. 
Jesus, those things petrify me. 

PLAYBOY: Since you’ve mentioned 
Creepshow, which you wrote and starred 
in, this may be the time to ask you why it 
bombed so badly at the box office. 

KING: We don’t know that it did, because 
the gross receipts from around the 
country aren’t all in and tabulated yet. It 
had a fantastic first couple of weeks and 
since then has done badly in some places 
and quite well in others. But I think 
the critical drubbing it got might have 
driven some adults away, though a lot of 
teenagers have flocked to see the film. I 
expected bad reviews, of course, because 
Creepshow is based on the horror- 
comic-book traditions of the fifties, not 
a send-up at all but a recreation. And if 
the mainstream critics had understood 
and appreciated that, I’d have known 


right off that we’d failed miserably in 
what we were trying to do. Of course, a 
few big-name critics, such as Rex Reed, 
did love the film, but that’s because they 
were brought up on those comics and 
remember them with affection. 
PLAYBOY: Even Reed was less than 
overwhelmed by the bravura of your 
performance, writing, “King looks and 
acts exactly like an overweight Li’l 
Abner.” Unjust? 

KING: No, right on the mark, because that’s 
the kind of local yokel I was supposed to 
be depicting, and Romero told me to play 
it “as broad as a freeway.” Of course, my 
wife claims it was perfect typecasting, 
but I’ll just let that one pass. 

PLAYBOY: Back to what still petrifies 
you—besides bombing at the box office. 
What’s your darkest fear today? 

KING: I guess that one of my children 
will die. I don’t think I could handle that. 
There are a lot of other things, too: the 
fear that something will go wrong with 
my marriage; that the world will blunder 
into war; shit, I’m not even happy about 
entropy. But those are all wolf-hour 
thoughts, the ones that come when you 
can’t sleep and you’re tossing and turning 
and it becomes quite possible to convince 
yourself that you have cancer or a brain 
tumor or, if you’re sleeping on your left 
side and can hear your heart pounding, 
that you’re on the verge of a fatal 
coronary. And sometimes, particularly 
if you’re overworked, you can lie there 
in the dark and imagine that you hear 
something downstairs. And then, if you 
really strain, you can hear noises coming 
up the stairs. And then, Jesus, they’re 
here, they’re in the bedroom! All those 
dark night thoughts, you know—the stuff 
that pleasant dreams are made of. 
PLAYBOY: You’ve mentioned your 
insomnia, and throughout this interview, 
you’ve been popping Excedrin like jelly 
beans. Do you also suffer from persistent 
headaches? 

KING: Yes, I have very bad ones. They come 
and go, but when they hit, they’re rough. 
Excedrin helps, but when they’re really out 
of control, all I can do is go upstairs and 
lie in the dark till they go away. Sooner 
or later, they do, all at once, and I can 
function again. From what I’ve read in the 
medical literature, they’re not traditional 
migraines but “stressaches” that hit me at 


points of tension or overwork. 

PLAYBOY: You consume even more beer 
than Excedrin; and you’ve revealed that 
you once had a drinking problem. Do you 
smoke grass as well? 

KING: No, I prefer hard drugs. Or I used 
to, anyway; I haven’t done anything 
heavy in years. Grass doesn’t give me 
a particularly great high; I’ll get a little 
giggly, but I always feel ill afterward. But 
I was in college during the late sixties. 
Even at the University of Maine, it was no 
big deal to get hold of drugs. I did a lot 
of LSD and peyote and mescaline, more 
than 60 trips in all. I’d never proselytize 
for acid or any other hallucinogen, 
because there are good-trip personalities 
and bad-trip personalities, and the latter 
category of people can be seriously 
damaged emotionally. If you’ve got the 
wrong physiological or mental make-up, 
dropping acid can be like playing Russian 
roulette with a loaded .45 automatic. But 
I’ve got to say that for me, the results were 
generally beneficial. I never had a trip that 
I didn’t come out of feeling as though I’d 
had a brain purgative; it was sort of like 
a psychic dump truck emptying all the 
accumulated garbage out of my head. 
And at that particular time, I needed that 
kind of mental enema. 

PLAYBOY: Did your experience with 
hallucinogens have any effect on your 
writing later on? 

KING: None at all. Acid is just a chemical 
illusion, a game you play with your brain. 
It’s totally meaningless in terms of a 
genuine expansion of consciousness. So 
I’ve never bought the argument of Aldous 
Huxley that hallucinogens open the 
doors to perception. That’s mystical self- 
indulgence, the kind of bullshit Timothy 
Leary used to preach. 

PLAYBOY: Are you afraid of writer’s 
block? 

KING: Yes, it’s one of my greatest fears. 
You know, earlier, we were discussing 
my childhood fear of death, but that’s 
something with which I’ve pretty much 
come to terms. I mean, I can comprehend 
both intellectually and emotionally that 
a day will come when I’ll have terminal 
lung cancer or I’ll be climbing a flight of 
stairs and suddenly feel an icy pain run 
down my arm before the hammer stroke 
hits the left side of my chest and I topple 
down the stairs dead. I’d feel a little 
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surprised, a little regretful, but I’d also 
know that it was something I’d courted 
a long time and it had finally decided to 
marry me. On the other hand, the one 
thing I cannot comprehend or come to 
terms with is just drying up as a writer. 

Writing is necessary for my sanity. 
As a writer, I can externalize my fears and 
insecurities and night terrors on paper, 
which is what people pay shrinks a small 
fortune to do. In my case, they pay me 
for psychoanalyzing myself in print. And 
in the process, I’m able to “write myself 
sane,” as that fine poet Anne Sexton put 
it. It’s an old technique of therapists’, 
you know: Get the patient to write out his 
demons. A Freudian exorcism. But all the 
violent energies I have—and there are a 
lot of them—I can vomit out onto paper. 
All the rage and hate and frustration, all 
that’s dangerous and sick and foul within 
me, I’m able to spew into my work. There 
are guys in padded cells all around the 
world who aren’t so lucky. 

PLAYBOY: Where do you think you’d be 
today without your writing talent? 

KING: It’s hard to say. Maybe I’d be a 
mildly embittered high school English 
teacher going through the motions till 
the day I could collect my pension and 
fade away into the twilight years. On the 
other hand, I might very well have ended 
up there in the Texas tower with Charlie 
Whitman, working out my demons with a 
high-powered telescopic rifle instead of a 
word processor. I mean, I know that guy 
Whitman. My writing has kept me out of 
that tower. 

PLAYBOY: You’ve been candid in 
discussing your innermost fears and 
insecurities, but one area we haven’t 
touched upon is the sexual. Do you have 
any hang-ups there? 

KING: Well, I think I have pretty normal 
sexual appetites, whatever the word 
normal means in these swinging times. 
I mean, I’m not into sheep or enemas 
or multiple amputees or marshmallow 
worship or whatever the latest fad is. 
God, I was walking through a porn shop 
recently and saw a glossy magazine with 
a guy on the cover vomiting all over a 
naked girl. I mean, chacun a son gout 
and all that, but yucchhh! I’m not into 
the sadomasochism trip, either, on which 
your competitor Penthouse has built 
an entire empire. Hell, you can shoot a 
photo spread of a nude girl in a diamond- 
studded dog collar being dragged around 
on a leash by a guy in leather and jack 
boots, and despite all the artistic gloss 
and the gauzy lens and the pastel colors, 
it’s still sleaze; it still reeks corruptingly 
of concentration-camp porn. There’s a 
range of sexual variations that turn me 
on, but I’m afraid they’re all boringly 
unkinky. 


PLAYBOY: So there are no bogeymen 
hiding in your libido? 

KING: No, not in that sense. The only 
sexual problem I’ve had was more 
functional. Some years ago, I suffered 
from periodic impotence, and that’s no 
fun, believe me. 

PLAYBOY: What brought it on? 

KING: Well, I’m really not good enough 
at clinical introspection to say for sure. 
It wasn’t a persistent problem. Drinking 
was partially responsible, I guess—what 
the English call the old brewer’s droop. 
Henry Fielding points out that too much 
drink will cause a dulling of the sexual 
appetite in a dull man, so if that’s the 
case, I’m dull, because if I knock them 
down too fast, I’m just too drunk to fuck. 
Booze may whet the desire, but it sure 
louses up the performance. Of course, 
part of it has to be psychological, because 
the surest way I know for a guy to become 
impotent is to say, “Oh, Christ, what if 
I’m impotent?” Fortunately, I haven’t had 
any trouble with it for quite a while now. 
Oh, shit, why did I get onto this subject? 
Now I’ll start thinking about it again! 
PLAYBOY: Have you found that your sex 
appeal has increased along with your 
bank balance and celebrity status? 

KING: Yeah, there are a lot of women who 
want to fuck fame or power or whatever 
it is. The entire groupie syndrome. 
Sometimes, the idea of an anonymous 
fuck is sort of appealing; you know, some 
gal comes up to you at an autograph 
signing in a bookstore and says, “Let’s go 
to my place,” and you’re leaving town the 
next morning and part of you is tempted 
to say, “Yeah, let’s; we’ll pour Wesson Oil 
over each other and really screw our eyes 
out.” But it’s better not to start down 
that slippery slope—no reference to the 
Wesson Oil intended—and I haven’t. My 
marriage is too important to me, and 
anyway, so much of my energy goes into 
writing that I don’t really need to fool 
around. 

PLAYBOY: Have you always been faithful 
to your wife? 

KING: Yes, old-fashioned as it may 
sound, I have been. I know that’s what 
you’d expect somebody to say in print, 
but it’s still true. I’d never risk my wife’s 
affection for some one-night stand. I’m too 
grateful for the unremitting commitment 
that she’s made to me and the help she’s 
given me in living and working the way 
I want to. She’s a rose with thorns, too, 
and I’ve pricked myself on them many 
times in the past, so apart from anything 
else, I wouldn’t dare cheat on her! 
PLAYBOY: Did you feel at all threatened 
when your wife began to pursue her own 
writing career and published her first 
novel, Small World? 

KING: I sure did. I felt jealous as hell. My 


reaction was like a little kid’s: I felt like 
saying, “Hey, these are my toys; you can’t 
play with them.” But that soon changed 
to pride when I read the final manuscript 
and found she’d turned out a damned 
fine piece of work. I knew she had it 
in her, because Tabby was a good poet 
and short-story writer when we started 
dating, in my senior year at college, and 
she’d already won several prizes for her 
work. So I was able to come to terms 
with that childish possessiveness pretty 
quickly. Now, the first time she outsells 
me, that may be another story! 
PLAYBOY: Why is explicit sex so 
conspicuously absent from your work? 
Are you uncomfortable with it? 

KING: Well, Peter Straub says, “Stevie 
hasn’t discovered sex,” and I try to 
dispute him by pointing to my three kids, 
but I don’t think he’s convinced. Actually, 
I probably am uncomfortable with it, 
but that discomfort stems from a more 
general problem I have with creating 
believable romantic relationships. 
Without such strong relationships to build 
on, it’s tough to create sexual scenes that 
have credibility and impact or advance 
the plot, and I’d just be dragging sex in 
arbitrarily and perfunctorily—you know, 
“Oh, hell, two chapters without a fuck 
scene; better slap one together.” There 
is some explicit sex in Cujo and in my 
novella Apt Pupil in Different Seasons, 
in which the teenager, seduced by Nazi 
evil, fantasizes about killing a girl as he 
rapes her, electrocuting her slowly and 
savoring every spasm and scream until 
he coordinates his orgasm with her death 
throes. That was consonant with the 
kid’s twisted character but about as far 
as I could ever go in the direction of S/M, 
because after a point, my mental circuit 
breakers just trip over. 

PLAYBOY: Along with your difficulty in 
describing sexual scenes, you apparently 
also have a problem with women in 
your books. Critic Chelsea Quinn Yarbro 
wrote, “It is disheartening when a writer 
with so much talent and strength and 
vision is not able to develop a believable 
woman character between the ages of 17 
and 60.” Is that a fair criticism? 

KING: Yes, unfortunately, I think it 
is probably the most justifiable of all 
those leveled at me. In fact, I’d extend 
her criticism to include my handling of 
black characters. Both Hallorann, the 
cook in The Shining, and Mother Abagail 
in The Stand are cardboard caricatures 
of superblack heroes, viewed through 
rose-tinted glasses of white-liberal guilt. 
And when I think I’m free of the charge 
that most male American writers depict 
women as either nebbishes or bitch- 
goddess destroyers, I create someone 
like Carrie —who starts out as a nebbish 
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victim and then becomes a bitch 
goddess, destroying an entire town in an 
explosion of hormonal rage. I recognize 
the problems but can’t yet rectify them. 
Playboy: Your work is also criticized for 
being overly derivative. In Fear Itself, a 
recent collection of critical essays on 
your novels, author Don Herron contends 
that “King seems content to rework well- 
worn material... rarely in King’s stories 
are there supernatural creations that do 
not at least suggest earlier work in the 
genre [and] usually they are borrowed 
outright.” Would you contest the point? 
KING: No, I’d concede it freely. I’ve never 
considered myself a blazingly original 
writer in the sense of conceiving totally 
new and fresh plot ideas. Of course, 
in both genre and mainstream fiction, 
there aren’t really too many of those left, 
anyway, and most writers are essentially 
reworking a few basic themes, whether 
it’s the angst-ridden introspection and 
tiresome identity crises of the aesthetes, 
the sexual and domestic problems of the 
John Updike school of cockcontemplators 
or the traditional formulas of mystery 
and horror and science fiction. What 
I try to do—and on occasion, I hope, I 
succeed—is to pour new wine from old 
bottles. I’d never deny, though, that most 
of my books have been derivative to 
some extent, though a few of the short 
stories are fairly sui generis, and Cujo 
and The Dead Zone are both basically 
original conceptions. But Carrie, for 
example, derived to a considerable extent 
from a terrible grade-B movie called The 
Brain from Planet Arous ; The Shining 
was influenced by Shirley Jackson’s 
marvelous novel The Haunting of Hill 
House ; The Stand owes a considerable 
debt to both George R. Stewart’s Earth 
Abides and M. P. Shiel’s The Purple Cloud, 
and Firestarter has numerous science- 
fictional antecedents. Salem’s Lot, of 
course, was inspired by and bears a fully 
intentional similarity to the great classic 
of the field, Bram Stoker’s Dracula. I’ve 
never made any secret of that. 

PLAYBOY: You also seem intrigued by 
the phenomenon of Nazism and have 
written about it at length in both Different 
Seasons and The Dead Zone, which deals 
with the rise to power of an American 
Hitler and the desperate efforts of one 


man to stop him before it’s too late. 
KING: Well, the nature of evil is a natural 
preoccupation for any horror writer, and 
Nazism is probably the most dramatic 
incarnation of that evil. After all, what 
was the holocaust but the almost literal 
recreation of hell on earth, an assembly¬ 
line inferno replete with fiery furnaces 
and human demons pitchforking the 
dead into lime pits? Millions have also 
died in the gulag and in such places as 
Cambodia, of course, but the crimes of 
the Communists have resulted from the 
perversion of an essentially rational and 
Apollonian 19th Century philosophy, 
while Nazism was something new and 
twisted and, by its very nature, perverted. 
But when it exploded onto the German 
scene in the Twenties, I can see how 
it exercised a dangerously compelling 
appeal. That werewolf in us is never far 
from the surface, and Hitler knew how to 
unleash and feed it. So, yes, if I had been 
in Germany in the early Thirties, I suppose 
I might have been attracted to Nazism. 

But I’ve got a pretty sure feeling 
that by 1935 or 1936, even before the 
concentration camp s and the mas s murders 
got going in earnest, I’d have recognized 
the nature of the beast, in myself as well 
as in the ideology, and would have gotten 
out. Of course, unless you’re actually in a 
situation like that, you never know how 
you’d respond. But you can see echoes of 
the mad Dionysian engine that powered 
the Nazis all around you. I’m a big rock-’n’- 
roll fan, and rock has been an important 
influence on my life and work, but even 
there you can sometimes hear that beast 
rattling its chains and struggling to get 
loose. Nothing so dramatic as Altamont, 
either; just the kind of wild, frenzied mob 
emotions that can be generated when you 
get a couple of thousand people blasted 
out of their skulls on sound and dope in 
an auditorium. 

I love Bruce Springsteen, and 
recently, my wife and I were at one of his 
concerts in Toronto, where he suddenly 
started pumping his arm straight out 
from his chest with a clenched fist, like a 
Fascist salute, and all the screaming fans 
in the audience followed suit, and for a 
discordant moment, we felt we were in 
Nuremberg. And there’s obviously not 
the faintest hint of fascism or racism or 


violent nihilism in Springsteen, such as 
you’ll find in some of the English punkers, 
but all at once, that mass hysteria you can 
get at rock concerts had coalesced into a 
dark and disturbing apparition. Of course, 
good, strong rock can evoke a powerhouse 
of emotional reaction, because by nature, 
it’s go-for-broke stuff; it’s anarchistic in 
the most attractive sense of the word; 
it’s all about living fast, dying young and 
making a handsome corpse. And horror is 
like that, too. Both go for the jugular, and if 
they work, both evoke primal archetypes. 
PLAYBOY: You’re universally identified 
as a horror writer; but shouldn’t such 
books as The Stand, which is essentially 
a futuristic disaster novel, really be 
classified as science fiction? 

KING: Yes, technically, you’re right. In 
fact, the only books of mine that I consider 
pure unadulterated horror are Salem’s Lot, 
The Shining and now Christine, because 
they all offer no rational explanation at 
all for the supernatural events that occur. 
Carrie, The Dead Zone and Firestarter, on 
the other hand, are much more within 
the science-fiction tradition, since they 
deal with the psionic wild talents we 
talked about before. The Stand actually 
has a foot in both camps, because in the 
second half of the book, the part that 
depicts the confrontation between the 
forces of darkness and the forces of light, 
there is a strong supernatural element. 
And Cujo is neither horror nor science 
fiction, though it is, I hope, horrifying. 
It’s not always easy to categorize these 
things, of course, but basically, I do 
consider myself a horror writer, because 
I love to frighten people. Just as Garfield 
says “Lasagna is my life,” I can say, in all 
truth, that horror is mine. I’d write the 
stuff even if I weren’t paid for it, because 
I don’t think there’s anything sweeter on 
God’s green earth than scaring the living 
shit out of people. 

PLAYBOY: How far will you go to get the 
desired effect? 

KING: As far as I have to, until the 
reader becomes convinced that he’s 
in the hands of a genuine, gibbering, 
certifiable homicidal maniac. The genre 
exists on three basic levels, separate 
but interdependent and each one a little 
bit cruder than the one before. There’s 
terror on top, the finest emotion any 
writer can induce; then horror, and, 
on the very lowest level of all, the gag 
instinct of revulsion. Naturally, I’ll try 
to terrify you first, and if that doesn’t 
work, I’ll try to horrify you, and if I can’t 
make it there, I’ll try to gross you out. 
I’m not proud; I’ll give you a sandwich 
squirming with bugs or shove your hand 
into the maggot-churning innards of a 
long-dead woodchuck. I’ll do anything 
it takes; I’ll go to any lengths, I’ll geek 


“...those people would all be dead even if I’d 
never written a word. The murderers would still 
have murdered. So I think we should resist the 
tendency to kill the messenger for the message.” 
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a rat if I have to—I’ve geeked plenty of 
them in my time. After all, as Oscar Wilde 
said, nothing succeeds like excess. So if 
somebody wakes up screaming because 
of what I wrote, I’m delighted. If he merely 
tosses his cookies, it’s still a victory but 
on a lesser scale. I suppose the ultimate 
triumph would be to have somebody drop 
dead of a heart attack, literally scared 
to death. I’d say, “Gee, that’s a shame,” 
and I’d mean it, but part of me would be 
thinking, Jesus, that really worked! 
PLAYBOY: Is there anywhere you’d 
draw the line—at necrophilia, say, or 
cannibalism or infanticide? 

KING: I really can’t think of any subject 
I wouldn’t write about, though there are 
some things I probably couldn’t handle. 
There is an infanticide scene in Salem’s 
Lot, in which the vampire sacrifices 
a baby, but it’s only alluded to, not 
described in any detail, which I think 
heightens the obscenity of the act. As far 
as cannibalism goes, I have written a story 
about a kind of cannibalism. It’s called 
Survivor Type and deals with a surgeon 
who’s in a shipwreck and is washed up 
on a tiny, barren coral atoll in the South 
Pacific. To keep alive, he’s forced to eat 
himself, one piece at a time. He records 
everything meticulously in his diary, 
and after amputating his foot, he writes, 
“I did everything according to Hoyle. I 
washed it before I ate it.” People claim I’ve 
become such a brand name that I could 
sell my laundry list, but nobody would 
touch that story with a ten-foot pole, and 
it gathered dust in my file cabinet for five 
years before it was finally included in a 
recent anthology. I will admit that I’ve 
written some awful things, terrible things 
that have really bothered me. I’m thinking 
now mainly of my forthcoming book Pet 
Sematary, and one particular scene in 
which a father exhumes his dead son. It’s 
a few days after the boy has been killed 
in a traffic accident, and as the father 
sits in the deserted graveyard, cradling 
his son in his arms and weeping, the gas- 
bloated corpse explodes with disgusting 
belches and farts—a truly ghastly sound 
and smell that have been described to me 
in grim detail by mortuary workers and 
graveyard attendants. And that scene 
still bothers me, because as I wrote it—in 
fact, it almost wrote itself; my typewriter 
raced like automatic writing—I could see 
that graveyard and I could hear those 
awful sounds and smell that awful smell. 
I still can. Brrrr! It was because of that 
kind of scene that Tabby didn’t want me 
to publish the book. 

PLAYBOY: Have you ever censored your 
own work because something was just 
too disgusting to publish? 

KING: No. If I can get it down on paper 
without puking all over the word 


processor, then as far as I’m concerned, 
it’s fit to see the light of day. I thought I’d 
made it clear that I’m not squeamish. I 
have no illusions about the horror genre, 
remember. It may be perfectly true that 
we’re expanding the borders of wonder 
and nurturing a sense of awe about the 
mysteries of the universe and all that 
bullshit. But despite all the talk you’ll hear 
from writers in this genre about horror’s 
providing a socially and psychologically 
useful catharsis for people’s fears and 
aggressions, the brutal fact of the matter 
is that we’re still in the business of selling 
public executions. 

Anyway, though I wouldn’t censor 
myself, I was censored once. In the first 
draft of Salem’s Lot, I had a scene in 
which Jimmy Cody, the local doctor, is 
devoured in a boardinghouse basement 
by a horde of rats summoned from the 
town dump by the leader of the vampires. 
They swarm all over him like a writhing, 
furry carpet, biting and clawing, and 
when he tries to scream a warning to his 
companion upstairs, one of them scurries 
into his open mouth and squirms there as 
it gnaws out his tongue. I loved the scene, 
but my editor made it clear that no way 
would Doubleday publish something like 
that, and I came around eventually and 
impaled poor Jimmy on knives. But, shit, 
it just wasn’t the same. 

PLAYBOY: Are you ever worried about 
a mentally unstable reader’s emulating 
your fictional violence in real life? 

KING: Sure I am; it bothers me a lot, and 
I’d just be whistling past the graveyard 
if I said it didn’t. And I’m afraid it might 
already have happened. In Florida last 
year, there was a homosexual-murder 
case in which a famous nutritionist known 
as the Junk-Food Doctor was killed in a 
particularly grisly way, tortured and then 
slowly suffocated while the murderers sat 
around eating fast food and watching him 
die. Afterward, they scrawled the word 
Redrum, or murder spelled backward, on 
the walls, and, of course, that’s a word I 
used in The Shining . Not only should the 
dumb bastards be fried or at least put 
away for life but they should be sued for 
plagiarism, too! 

There were two other cases in a 
similar vein. In Boston in 1977, a woman 
was killed by a young man who butchered 
her with a variety of kitchen implements, 
and the police speculated that he’d 
imitated the scene in the film version of 
Carrie in which Carrie kills her mother 
by literally nailing her to the kitchen wall 
with everything from a corkscrew to a 
potato peeler. And in Baltimore in 1980, 
a woman reading a book at a bus stop 
was the victim of an attempted mugging. 
She promptly whipped out a concealed 
knife and stabbed her assailant to death, 


and when reporters asked her afterward 
what she’d been reading, she proudly 
held up a copy of The Stand, which does 
not exactly exhort the good guys to turn 
the other cheek when the bad guys close 
in. So maybe there is a copycat syndrome 
at work here, as with the Tylenol 
poisonings. 

But, on the other hand, those people 
would all be dead even if I’d never written 
a word. The murderers would still have 
murdered. So I think we should resist 
the tendency to kill the messenger for 
the message. Evil is basically stupid and 
unimaginative and doesn’t need creative 
inspiration from me or anybody else. But 
despite knowing all that rationally, I have 
to admit that it is unsettling to feel that 
I could be linked in any way, however 
tenuous, to somebody else’s murder. So 
if I sound defensive, it’s because I am. 
PLAYBOY: In a review of your work in 
The New Republic, novelist Michele Slung 
suggested that the grisly nature of your 
subject matter may lead some critics 
to underestimate your literary talents. 
According to Slung, “King has not been 
taken very seriously, if at all, by the 
critical establishment...[His] real stigma— 
the reason he is not perceived as being in 
competition with real writers—is that he 
has chosen to write about. . . things that 
go bump in the night.” Do you think the 
critics have treated you unfairly? 

KING: No, not in general. Most reviewers 
around the country have been kind to me, 
so I have no complaints on that score. 
But she has a point when she touches on 
the propensity of a small but influential 
element of the literary establishment 
to ghettoize horror and fantasy and 
instantly relegate them beyond the pale 
of so-called serious literature. I’m sure 
those critics’ 19th Century precursors 
would have contemptuously dismissed 
Poe as the great American hack. 

But the problem goes beyond my 
particular genre. That little elite, which 
is clustered in the literary magazines 
and book-review sections of influential 
newspapers and magazines on both 
coasts, assumes that all popular literature 
must also, by definition, be bad literature. 
Those criticisms are not really against 
bad writing, they’re against an entire type 
of writing. My type of writing, as it turns 
out. Those avatars of high culture hold it 
almost as an article of religious faith that 
plot and story must be subordinated to 
style, whereas my deeply held conviction 
is that story must be paramount, because 
it defines the entire work of fiction. All 
other considerations are secondary- 
theme, mood, even characterization and 
language itself. 

PLAYBOY: Time magazine, hardly a 
highbrow bastion, has condemned you as 
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“...those people would all be dead even if I’d 
never written a word. The murderers would still 
have murdered. So I think we should resist the 
tendency to kill the messenger for the message.” 


a master of “postliterate prose,” and The 
Village Voice published a scathing attack 
illustrated by a caricature of you as a 
gross, bearded pig smirking over bags 
of money while a rat crunched adoringly 
on your shoulder. The Voice said, “If you 
value wit, intelligence or insight, even if 
you’re willing to settle for the slightest 
hint of good writing, all King’s books are 
dismissable.” 

KING: There’s a political element in that 
Voice attack. You see, I view the world 
with what is essentially an old-fashioned 
frontier vision. I believe that people can 
master their own destiny and confront 
and overcome tremendous odds. I’m 
convinced that there exist absolute values 
of good and evil warring for supremacy 
in this universe—which is, of course, a 
basically religious viewpoint. And—what 
damns me even more in the eyes of the 
“enlightened” cognoscenti—I also believe 
that the traditional values of family, fidelity 
and personal honor have not all drowned 
and dissolved in the trendy California 
hot tub of the “me” generation. That puts 
me at odds with what is essentially an 
urban and liberal sensibility that equates 
all change with progress and wants to 
destroy all conventions, in literature as 
well as in society. But I view that kind of 
cultural radical chic about as benignly 
as Tom Wolfe did its earlier political 
manifestations, and The Village Voice, as 
a standard-bearer of left-liberal values, 
quite astutely detected that I was in some 
sense the enemy. People like me really do 
irritate people like them, you know. In 
effect, they’re saying, “What right do you 
have to entertain people? This is a serious 
world with a lot of serious problems. Let’s 
sit around and pick scabs; that’s art.” 

The thrust of the criticism in the 
Time piece was a bit different. It basically 
attacked me for relying on imagery 
drawn from the movies and television, 
contending that that was somehow 
demeaning to literature and perhaps 
even heralded its imminent demise. But 
the fact is, I’m writing about a generation 
of people who have grown up under the 
influence of the icons of American popular 
culture, from Hollywood to McDonald’s, 
and it would be ridiculous to pretend that 
such people sit around contemplating 
Proust all day. The Time critic should 


have addressed his complaint to Henry 
James, who observed 80 years ago that 
“a good ghost story must be connected 
at a hundred different points with the 
common objects of life.” 

PLAYBOY: John D. MacDonald, a big fan 
of yours, has predicted that “Stephen 
King is not going to restrict himself to his 
present field of interest.” Is he right? And 
if so, where will you go in the future? 
KING:Well,rvewrittenso-calledmainstream 
stories and even novels in the past, though 
the novels were pretty early, amateurish 
stuff. I’ll write about anything that strikes 
my fancy, whether it’s werewolves or 
baseball. Some people seem convinced 
that I see horror as nothing more than a 
formula for commercial success, a money 
machine whose handle I’m going to keep 
pulling for the rest of my life, while others 
suspect that the minute my bank balance 
reaches the right critical mass, I’m going to 
put all that childish nonsense behind me 
and try to write this generation’s answer 
to Brideshead Revisited. But the fact is 
that money really has nothing to do with 
it one way or the other. I love writing the 
things I write, and I wouldn’t and couldn’t 
do anything else. 

My kind of storytelling is in a long 
and time-honored tradition, dating back 
to the ancient Greek bards and the 
medieval minnesingers. In a way, people 
like me are the modern equivalent of the 
old Welsh sin eater, the wandering bard 
who would be called to the house when 
somebody was on his deathbed. The 
family would feed him their best food 
and drink, because while he was eating, 
he was also consuming all the sins of the 
dying person, so at the moment of death, 
his soul would fly to heaven untarnished, 
washed clean. And the sin eaters did that 
year after year, and everybody knew that 
while they’d die with full bellies, they 
were headed straight for hell. 

So in that sense, I and my fellow 
horror writers are absorbing and 
defusing all your fears and anxieties 
and insecurities and taking them upon 
ourselves. We’re sitting in the darkness 
beyond the flickering warmth of your fire, 
cackling into our caldrons and spinning 
out our spider webs of words, all the time 
sucking the sickness from your minds 
and spewing it out into the night. 


PLAYBOY: You indicated earlier that 
you’re a superstitious person. Do you 
ever fear that things are going just too 
well for you and that suddenly, some 
malign cosmic force is going to snatch it 
all away? 

KING: I don’t fear it, I know it. There’s 
no way some disaster or illness or other 
cataclysmic affliction isn’t already lurking 
in wait for me just down the road. Things 
never get better, you know; they only get 
worse. And as John Irving has pointed 
out, we are rewarded only moderately for 
being good, but our transgressions are 
penalized with absurd severity. I mean, 
take something petty, such as smoking. 
What a small pleasure that is: You settle 
down with a good book and a beer after 
dinner and fire up a cigarette and have 
a pleasantly relaxed ten minutes, and 
you’re not hurting anybody else, at least 
so long as you don’t blow your smoke 
in his face. But what punishment does 
God inflict for that trifling peccadillo? 
Lung cancer, heart attack, stroke! And 
if you’re a woman and you smoke while 
you’re pregnant, He’ll make sure that 
you deliver a nice, healthy, dribbling 
baby Mongoloid. Come on, God, where’s 
Your sense of proportion? But Job asked 
the same question 3000 years ago, and 
Jehovah roared back from the whirlwind, 
“So where were you when I made the 
world?” In other words, “Shut up, fuck 
face, and take what I give you.” And 
that’s the only answer we’ll ever get, so 
I know things are going to go bad. I just 
know it. 

PLAYBOY: With anyone else, this final 
question would be a cliche. With you, it 
seems just right: What epitaph would you 
like on your gravestone? 

KING: In my novella The Breathing 
Method, in Different Seasons, I’ve 
created a mysterious private club in an 
old browns tone on East 35 th Street in 
Manhattan, in which an oddly matched 
group of men gathers periodically to 
trade tales of the uncanny. And there are 
many rooms upstairs, and when a new 
guest asks the exact number, the strange 
old butler tells him, “I don’t know, sir, 
but you could get lost up there.” That 
men’s club really is a metaphor for the 
entire storytelling process. There are as 
many stories in me as there are rooms in 
that house, and I can easily lose myself 
in them. And at the club, whenever a 
tale is about to be told, a toast is raised 
first, echoing the words engraved on the 
keystone of the massive fireplace in the 
library: It Is The Tale, Not He Who Tells It. 
That’s been a good guide to me in life, and 
I think it would make a good epitaph for 
my tombstone. Just that and no name. 

□ 
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delectable duo 


Two is better than one applies 
not only to heads but also to 
pretty much anything else. 

In the spirit of the holiday 
season, Playboy not only 
decided to give you two 
covers, but we also decided to 
put two ladies on one of those 
covers. We didn’t pick just 
anybody either. Presenting the 
lovely Jaycee Parker and Zara 
Lopez. 
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DON’T CALL IT A COMEBACK 


S o went the opening line of rapper LL Cool J’s 1991 
single “Mama Said You Knock You Out”. At that 
point in his career, the legendary rapper had been 
around for a while laying down some of the most 
important foundations of this music genre that we 
now call hip-hop. Many critics at that time believed that the 
rapper had given all that he has got and he was completely 
washed out. 

History can now attest that those words were not true. 
Indeed, the groundbreaking hip-hop artist would go on 
and make well-received hip-hop albums all throughout that 
decade and he would eventually branch out into a lucrative 
acting career. His absence before “Mama Said Knock You 
Out” would be a blip on the radar of what will ultimately be 
remembered as a great career. 

I think this particular phrase is quite apt for the co-cover 
model of our issue. Jaycee Parker is a name that is sure to 
ring bells and I’m sure that the face in these photos is a 
familiar to many of our readers. She was of course a member 
of the batch of Viva Hot Babes that included other such then 
would-be stars as Asia Agcaoili. She has also of course graced 
the pages of other local men’s magazines in the past and she 
has also had her share of controversies. 

There’s much more to the woman than what information 
from quick Google searches would lead to however. Jaycee 
Parker grew up in the United States and arrived in the 
Philippines around the turn of the millennium. Though she 
was originally slated so stay here for only a few months she 
ended up staying. She blames the fun that she had here as 
her primary reason for staying in. She also blames the fact 
that she fell for somebody at the time. 

Showbiz was pretty much a career she fell into. Through the 
friends that she had from back then, she was able to land 
herself a gig with the Viva Hot Babes and the many acting 
opportunities that followed. Though many people remember 
her from the splash that she made a few years back because 
of some raunchy videos that circulated through the internet 
along with some interviews she did that held some pretty 
risque answers, it’s her acting career that she’s focusing on 
these days and it’s that acting career where she’s bound to 
make a splash. 

At her very heart, Jaycee is a woman who wants to have fun 
and knows how to have fun. Her past actions prove this. 

Upon moving here, she stayed in the country because it was 
fun and all of the jobs she’s taken have involved the two 
things that she enjoys to do the most: acting and dancing. 
She’s also not the kind of person who would let anyone keep 
her down. Her irrepressible nature just won’t allow it. 

When we asked her what if there’s anything she would like to 
say to Playboy’s readers, she promptly replied, “I want them 
to know that I’m not done yet.” I think these pictures would 
totally support the fact that she definitely is far from done 
with her career. It should be a crime for someone with such 
lovely physical attributes to not put those same attributes to 
good use. 

Jaycee Parker isn’t making a comeback. She never even left in 
the first place and by the looks of it she’s far from done. 


MMMM mm. 


MMW 
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APPARENTLY, MOTHER DOES KNOW BEST 


S omebody is deeply 

enchanted with Zara Lopez. 
Of course, that’s nothing 
new to her, having pumped 
the sexy up with her dance 
moves as a Viva Hot Babe. It’s a pretty 
well-known fact, after all: A lot of men 
do turn to mush when the universe 
decides that a pretty face, a pinup’s 
curvature, and moves that mesmerize 
converge in a single, uh, body in time. 
This time though, Zara seems to be 
the focus of a very different kind of 
affection. “Lagi niya akong na-mimiss. 
Lagi niya akong hinanahanap,” she 
gushes. “Malambing siya eh. Pero super- 
kulit niya lang talaga.” For sure, Zara 
is in the sights of somebody’s eyes. But 
her words do not describe the devotion 
of a doting, love-struck gentleman 
(or gentlewoman for that matter). No, 
these are the words of a mother fondly 
illustrating her daughter’s love. 

Yes, Zara is a mother, and she describes 
it to be “hard but [the] best feeling 
in the world.” She shares, “Lately, 
tinututukan ko siya ngayon [tungkol 
sa] ‘kailangan ganyan,’ yung mga 
dapat at hindi dapat gawin, yung mga 
bad at hindi bad, yung mga ‘po’ at 
‘opo. As she vigorously runs back and 
forth, following her schedule riddled 
with shoots and hosting stints, Zara 
turns out to be equally devoted to her 
daughter. 

Not a lot of mothers get to the cover 
of Playboy in the way Zara has. With 
the way things seem to go down—at 
least in this society—motherhood often 
heralds the significant dwindling of a 


woman’s chances to freely flaunt her 
sexuality, let alone have it emblazoned 
all over a men’s magazine. Why is that? 
Does having a baby make a woman 
less gorgeous than she already is? Are 
people that oblivious to how beautiful 
mothers can be? 

Apparently, Zara isn’t clueless to 
how striking her looks actually are. 

So accustomed with it, she candidly 
relates, “Ewan ko. ‘Pag nagpupunta ako 
nang mall, sobra talaga [ang atensyong 
natatanggap ko]. Parang bang lahat ng 
lalaki ay... ” She then proceeds to mimic 
what she envisions a dumbfounded 
dude would look like. 

To be fair, dumbfounded could point 
to an entire slew of things, not just the 
moment a man’s libido takes a hold of 
his faculties. In this regard, Zara just 
feigns ignorance saying, “Hindi ko alam 
kung ano mayroon sa akin eh. Alam mo 
yun? Sa totoo lang, talaga, nagtataka 
ako. Ewan ko kung nangyayari ‘to sa 
lahat ng babae. ” 

It would be utter cliche, though, to 
say Zara has an x-factor—that set of 
characteristics which sets a person 
apart. Given that the universe has so 
decreed that everybody is unique, 
what’s so forthright about Zara’s 
individuality then? 

Perhaps it’s her discipline. She seems 
to simply take in stride the pressures 
of a work environment so hell-bent 
on keeping the looks good and the 
curves consistently undulating. “Yun 
lang, i-maintain yung diet. Syempre, 
kailangan talaga yung mas mag- 
exercise. Balak ko nga mag-Yoga 


BY MIKEY "BILLYB” ABOLA 

ngayon para mas pumayat pa ako,” 
Zara shares of the rigors of keeping the 
sexy well within her skin. 

If anything though, she’s aiming to put 
on the artista cap more often. “I want 
to act. Alam ko, may talent ako doon. 
Kailangan lang ng timing siguro o may 
makapansin. Gusto ko yung ako yung 
nandoon. Kahit hindi bida, pero isa ako 
sa kwento. ” 

Of course, ambition is not necessarily 
novel in this day and age. In the face 
of motherhood though—of the single¬ 
parent variety at that—Zara’s efforts to 
realize her aspirations begin to stand 
out. “My friends told me I’m a strong 
person. And I am. I really know [I am.] I 
can handle things.” Indeed, it seems she 
really does. 

In the end, motherhood—at the face 
of a career and everything else that 
constitutes “adult” living—is one of 
those experiences that the men in the 
Playboy staff (this writer included) 
can only write about in long-winded, 
flowery descriptions. Frankly, no matter 
how hard they try, the men just won’t 
get it. But perhaps they would know 
whenever admiration is merited, and 
wherever credit is due. 

And so with a daughter to raise and an 
acting career to jumpstart, Zara finds 
herself on the cover (with no less than 
Jaycee Parker). Indeed, somebody is 
deeply enthralled with her. 
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“Perhaps it's her 
discipline. She 
seems to simply 
take in stride the 
pressures of a work 
environment so hell¬ 
bent on keeping the 
looks good and the 
curves consistently 
undulating. ” 





BOXING’S HOnEST TRAINER—THE MAN 
IN MANNY PACQUIAO’S CORNER—IS ONE 
FIERCE HOMBRE. FREDDIE ROACH, WHO OHCE 
BIT OUT THE EYE OF A STREET THUG, 
KEEPS IT REAL AT HIS GRITTY GYM 
IH HOLLYWOOD DESPITE DROP-INS 
FROM THE LIKES OF 

MARK WAHLBERG AHD MICKEY ROURKE 


THE 

UNSTOMPABLE 


By KEVIN COOK 

Illustration by ROMMEL ESTANISLAO 
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F reddie Roach runs a skanky gym on a 

ratty block in Hollywood. The Wild Card 
Boxing Club shares a stucco low-rise with 
a laundromat and the local Alcoholicos 
Anonimos. It used to be a strip joint. That 
was almost 20 years ago, when Mickey 
Rourke hired a punchy, broken-down 
ex-contender to turn the place into a gym 
and the actor into a boxer. Roach had to 
knock down a couple of stripper poles to 
make room for the ring where he trained Rourke, 
who absorbed so many punches in eight pro fights 
that his face was on its way to becoming the plastic- 
surgery poster it is today. 

But he went undefeated. And before he quit 
boxing, Rourke signed a picture of himself that still 
hangs in the gym, writing, “To the best goddamn 
trainer on the planet.” 

It wasn’t true then, but it is now. 

These days Roach, 50, owns the gym. “It ain’t 
pretty, but it’s mine,” he says. A scrawny, graying 
pug who could almost make the lightweight limit 
of 135 pounds, he sports a ragged goatee and a 
pair of Clark Kent specs known to boxing fans 
worldwide. In the years since Rourke went back 
to acting, his old trainer has tutored 27 world 
champions, including welterweight champ Manny 
Pacquiao, currently the best fighter in the world. 
Roach’s cut of the purse for a proposed megabout 
between Pacquiao and Floyd Mayweather Jr. looks 
to be between $2 million and $5 million, but 
Roach isn’t talking. Not bad for a guy from the 
projects who grew up getting pummeled by his 
own family. 

Roach came out of Dedham, Massachusetts, 
where his father, a small-time pro-boxer, built a 
ring in the dirt behind the housing projects where 
they lived. Freddie’s dad and big brother took turns 
knocking him around. He got no help from his 
mother, New England’s first female boxing judge, 
who told him, “You’ll never be much of a fighter.” 

“Tough household,” he calls it. “She broke up 
one of our fights with an aluminum baseball bat. 

Hit my brother over the head with it twice—clang, 
clang!” 

He turned pro while still in his teens, a baby¬ 
faced lightweight promoters called the Choir Boy. In 
1979 Choir Boy Roach moved to Las Vegas, where 
he lived in a trailer and bused tables at the Golden 
Nugget while legendary trainer Eddie Futch schooled 
him in the ring. Roach went on to win 41 of 54 pro 
bouts, scrapping with lightweight champs Greg 


Haugen and Hector “Macho” Camacho. His loss to Camacho 
was the biggest payday of his career. “I got $13,000, but 
there was an IRS agent in the locker room who took my 
check as soon as I signed it. I’d been forgetting to pay 
taxes.” 

By 1981 he was 27-1 and ranked number seven in 
the world. Matched against super-bantamweight contender 
Mario Chavez, with the winner to get a title shot, he broke 
his hand on Chavez’s skull. Roach was never the same after 
that. He fought for five more years despite Futch’s warnings 
that he was risking his future. “I was too bullheaded to 
listen,” Roach says, “thinking with my fists. And what else 
was I gonna do, be a schoolteacher?” Not likely—in high 
school his response to strict teachers was “You wanna step 
outside?” 

Thrashed in five of his last six fights, he took several 
hundred head shots that most likely caused the disease 
he fights today: pugilistic Parkinson’s, the punch-drunk 
condition that afflicts Muhammad Ali and too many other 
ex-boxers. When Roach walks, his left foot drags. When he 
points at a boxer thumping a speed bag in the gym’s dusty 
light, his hand shakes. 

After finally retiring in 1986 he cast about for 
something to do and found it. “I got drunk. Not punch- 
drunk, just drunk. For a year and a half. I was mad at the 
world.” 

You never want to fuck with Freddie Roach, but 
during that postretirement stretch when Mickey Rourke 
was his lone client, you really, really didn’t want to fuck 


THE ONETIME VEGAS BUSBOY 
IS NOW HOLLYWOOD’S TRAINER. 

ROACH TUTORED WAHLBERG AND 
CHRISTIAN BALE FOR THE UPCOMING 
FILM THE FIGHTER. HE WORKS WITH 
SINGER AIMEE MANN AND PAPERWEIGHT 
TRUE BLOOD ACTRESS ANNA PAQUIN 
[“DON’T LAUGH—SHE CAN MOVE AND 
PUNCH,” ROACH SAYS]. AND HE HAS 
BECOME SORT OF FAMOUS HIMSELF. 
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with him. One night three knife-wielding goons tried to 
mug him on Melrose Avenue. Roach dropped the biggest 
one with a left hook. The others were in the process of 
stomping him when he bit one of their eyes out. Spat a 
chunk of eyeball right out in the street. “I had eyelashes in 
my mouth,” says Roach, who himself had four busted ribs, 
a dislocated shoulder, dislocated hip and gashes all over 
his head as he watched the goons run off. Once boxers 
heard the Choir Boy was in town, he landed a few more 
clients. 

One new client was a celeb friend of Rourke’s. “Marky 
Mark. He’d just gotten to Hollywood. Mark Wahlberg was 
a cocky kid—thought he had the world by the balls.” 

Like Roach, Wahlberg had spent his formative years as 
a street brawler in Boston. His idea of going Hollywood 
was decking Madonna’s bodyguard. “The bodyguard gave 
him some lip, and Mark dropped him with one punch, a 
solid left,” recalls Roach, who soon shifted from playing 
personal trainer for actors to training light heavyweight 
Virgil Hill, his first world champ. Then, in 2001 Pacquiao 
rolled into the Wild Card Boxing Club with his six-man 
entourage and worked a couple of rounds with the 
proprietor, who caught flurries of Pacquiao’s blows with 
his punch mitts. Roach stepped out of the ring, saying, 
“That guy’s strong and fucking fast.” Pacquiao, who had 
been too quick to go all out in practice with other trainers, 
said pretty much the same thing in Filipino about Roach. 
He told his flunkies, “I’ve got a new trainer.” Since then, 
with Roach in his corner, Pacquiao has demolished 18 
opponents and won world titles in a record seven weight 
classes. His only rival for the title of best pound-for- 
pound fighter alive is the unbeaten Floyd May weather, 
who ducked a showdown early this year by claiming 
Pacquiao used performance-enhancing drugs. Mayweather 
demanded blood tests—unprecedented in pro boxing- 
knowing his superstitious foe would refuse. “He was 
buying time,” says Roach. After tune-ups against lesser 
fighters, Pacquiao and Mayweather are expected to square 
off within the next year in the biggest, richest fight in 
history. 

“Manny can win. He will win,” says Roach, who 
expects the megabout to go the distance. Both men are 
brilliant technical boxers, not knockout artists. “But 
Mayweather’s fragile,” continues Roach. “He’s had rotator 
cuff surgery. My plan is for Manny to break him down, 
hit him on that shoulder, bang, bang, bang, bang, bang.” 
Roach may work on Mayweather’s mind, too. Three years 
ago, while training Oscar De La Hoya for a bout against 
Mayweather, Roach was in the enemy locker room before 
the fight, watching the champ get his hands taped. It’s 
a tradition that goes back to the Dempsey days, when 
trainers cheated, hiding brass knuckles in their men’s 


gloves or wrapping their hands in plaster of 
paris that hardened like a plaster cast. Now it’s a 
formality. But when Roach saw Mayweather’s trainer 
tape one of the champ’s hands a hair above the 
knuckle, he called him on it. “You better do it over 
again.” This irked Mayweather’s friend 50 Cent, who 
called Roach a few parental-advisory names. 

“50 Cent,” said Roach, “what the fuck do you 
know about boxing?” 

Today Roach is working his usual 12-hour 
shift at Wild Card—eight in the morning till eight 
at night—answering the phone when he’s not 
schooling one of his fighters in the wood-framed 
ring he built himself. The walls are festooned with 
flags, inspirational sayings (YOU GOTTA HAVE 
BALLS TO CONQUER THE WORLD) and fight photos 
showing his champions in action: Pacquiao, De La 
Hoya, Hill, Mike Tyson, Bernard Hopkins, James 
Toney, heavyweight champ Wladimir Klitschko, light 
welterweight Amir Khan, even the UFC’s Anderson 
Silva. “I don’t mind working with MMA guys. They’re 
fighters too,” he says. “But I worry about the future. 
There are a lot of 18 and 19-year-olds who think 
MMA’s all there is.” 

He nods toward a photo of Sylvester Stallone. 
Like a lot of fight folk, Roach hated the Rocky 
movies because of their telegraphed punches 
and clodhopping footwork. But he kept that to 
himself when a mutual friend, Governor Arnold 
Schwarzenegger, invited him to lunch with Stallone. 
They dined and smoked cigars in a back room at 
the Caffe Roma in Beverly Hills, where Stallone 
and Schwarzenegger, wearing shorts and T-shirts, 
sounded off on pumping iron and pugilism. “I 
wasn’t sure what to call Stallone. I said, ‘Sly, how 
ya doing?’ Sly fancies himself a boxing expert, so 
mostly I listened.” 

The onetime Vegas busboy is now Hollywood’s 
trainer. Roach tutored Wahlberg and Christian Bale 
for the upcoming film The Fighter . He works with 
singer Aimee Mann and paperweight True Blood 
actress Anna Paquin (“Don’t laugh—she can move 
and punch,” Roach says). And he has become sort 
of famous himself. Thanks to Pacquiao and 24/7 , 
the HBO reality show that documents their lives in 
and out of the ring, Roach is the third most-famous 
person in the Philippines, after Pacquiao and the 
president. Often recognized in Vegas, L.A. and New 
York, he wishes fans would focus on his friends 
instead. Friends such as his one-eyed sidekick 
Shane Langford, an ex-boxer whose left eye was 
destroyed during his final fight. Langford was 
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sleeping in the streets when Roach made him the 
janitor at Wild Card. 

“Now I’m training guys,” Langford says. “And 
thanks to 24/7 1 got laid like three times!” 

Roach says he’s no longer mad at the world 
or even at the sport that made him rich while 
giving him the disease that slowly robs him of the 
ability to speak without stuttering or move without 
trembling. “The worst thing about Parkinson’s is 
the foot,” he says. “People look at me dragging my 
heel like a cripple. I want to say, ‘What the fuck are 
you lookin’ at?’ ” One of his doctors says he won’t 
get much worse; another says he will. Meanwhile 
his meds include Botox injections in his neck (to 
fight muscle spasms) and multiple Parkinson’s 
drugs (side effects: drooling and possible addictive 
behavior). But Roach refuses to sweat the prognosis. 
He plans to train his fighters until the disease kills 
him or makes him quit working, which amounts to 
the same thing. 

And there’s something weird about his 
Parkinson’s. When he’s in the ring it disappears. The 
shuddering, foot-dragging Roach steps through the 
ropes and becomes the world’s quickest 50-year- 
old. His draggy foot straightens up. He bobs and 
weaves, blocking Pacquiao’s lightning jabs with 
lightning hands. His doctors can’t explain it—it’s a 
mystery, like the odd fact that actors don’t sneeze 
onstage—and Roach doesn’t question the mystery. He 
just inhabits it. The other day he worked 70 rounds 
without a break, looking as quick and fit as the Choir 
Boy Roach of 1979. Then he left the ring, and his 
foot began to drag. He answered the phone with a 
shivering hand. 

“Hello? Who? What’s his record? Sure, I’ll talk to 

him.” 

He gets calls every day from boxers’ agents, 
backers, mothers, brothers or girlfriends, all 
dreaming that the four-time trainer of the year 
might add their man to his stable. Sometimes a 
boxer himself will work up the courage to phone 
Roach, who says yes to one in 100. There’s no 
time to take on more than that, not with 24/7 
camera crews trailing him, reporters calling Wild 
Card for Roach quotes, fans stopping by for 
autographs, Pacquiao flying him to the Philippines 
for workouts. With the Pacquiao-Mayweather 
blockbuster coming up, promising to make him 
richer and more famous than ever, the old Choir 
Boy is on top of the planet. 

Is he happy? “I don’t know. I used to be 
happier,” he says, shouting to be heard over the 


GET INTO 
FIGHTING 
TRIM FAST 


You’ll never throw a punch like Manny Pacquiao, but at least 
you can try to match him crunch for crunch in your workout. 
Here’s how he does it. 

1 WARM-UP. Stretch for 15 minutes. 

2 JUMP ROPE. Ten minutes without a break. “Ten minutes 
of jumping rope equals 30 minutes of jogging,” Roach 
says. “The great thing about a jump rope is you can take it 
anywhere. You can get a good workout in a hotel room.” 

3 HEAVY BAG. Three three-minute rounds with one-minute 
rests in between. “Shift your weight from right foot to left and 
back. Punch through the target, not at it. If you want to work 
like Pacquiao, skip the between-round rest.” 

4 SPEED BAG. Ten minutes, no break. “The speed bag is 
frustrating at first. Take your time—you’ll get the hang of it.” 

5 SIT-UPS. Four sets of 25. “When that seems easy, hold a 
25-pound plate to your chest. Pacquiao does 1,000 sit-ups 
with weights twice a day.” 

6 JUMP ROPE. Five minutes. “It’s the best warm down you 
can do.” 


voices, punches and radio music filling the gym. “You 
know when? When I was 19, in Vegas, in my prime. 
Twenty-seven and one, voted prospect of the year. Living 
in a trailer park. Working with Eddie Futch all day, 
sparring with Alexis Arguello, helping Ray ‘Boom-Boom’ 
Mancini get ready for a title fight. No distractions.” 

No Parkinson’s either. 

“Yeah, but that’s not why it was the best time of my 
life. The why of it is...I was still a fighter.” 


□ 
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GIFT GIVING 

and 

G-SPOT FINDING 



By ANA SANTOS 
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W hy is it that for most men finding 

a gift for their girlfriends is like 
looking for her clitoris? No matter 
how hard they try, they just 
never seem to really hit the spot? 
They probably get close enough to make a woman happy, 
but the times that they do get it right on the button (pun 
exponentially intended), are few and far between. 

For most men, it’s a lot of aimless wandering, clumsy 
fumbling, guesswork and hoping that this is it. In contrast, 
for most women, it’s a lot of subtle hinting (we fully 
acknowledge the fragile ego and don’t want to be held 
responsible for shattering it by giving directions or worse, 
barking orders), peppered with the delusion that, by magic, 
her man got there all by himself, with little or no coaxing. 
When he doesn’t get it, it’s just a lot of “ohhs” and “ahhs” 
that come out through her nose rather than through her 
mouth. In short, she’s faking it. 

Are we talking about the gift giving or clitoris 
finding? See, you can’t tell the difference either. So here 
are some basic guidelines to giving your girlfriend the 
perfect gift. It Christmas season after all, and you wouldn’t 
want to leave your girlfriend or wife hanging this holiday 
season. You may still have a problem locating her G-spot to 
unlock ethereal pleasures, but at least you’re on target with 
something. As for finding her clitoris, well, you’re just going 
to have to take that up with her. 


actually listening to her and hearing what she’s 
saying. If she’s tried a new hair style or hair color, 
has lost weight, get her gifts that will complement 
her new appearance. 

Put effort into finding out exactly how she likes 
it 

There’s a reason why most women’s accessories 
never come in just one color or size. Designers 
know that some women just prefer one color over 
another, or they just can’t make up their minds 
and have to have all the colors. So put some effort 
into finding out what kind of girl she is. Does 
she like her bag with lots of compartments, and 
not just in a particular color or is she willing to 
sacrifice comfort for vanity and doesn’t mind 
paying more attention to form over function 

Gauge her reaction 

Test the waters. Do a trial run. Whatever. Try 
giving her a small gift that you picked out on your 
own following the above steps. If, upon opening it, 
she’s a bit flustered, and quickly covers it up with 
an “ahh” and a “thank you,” then she’s faking. 
She’s a wee bit disappointed. But if her eyes light 
up, she lets out a small shriek and she all but 
jumps you with a hug, you’re right on the money. 
There’ll be more where that came from. 


Do’s: 

Feel your way around and watch for changes 

Take note of the things that she finds interesting or has just 

taken an interest in. 

You should know if she has taken up a new hobby or 
new sport - the things that you pick up on when you are 


Don’ts: 

Don't try too hard, or force the issue 
It’s isn’t a remote control, you know, (her clitoris, 
that is, not necessarily your gift). If you didn’t 
get it right, and you know that she’s just being 


For most men, it’s a lot of aimless 
wandering, clumsy fumbling, guesswork and 
hoping that this is it. In contrast, for most 
women, it’s just a lot of subtle hinting. 
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polite, don’t try pressing the other buttons by 
attempting to explain or rationalize your choice of 
gift. It’s okay. Chances are, unless you did give her 
something really dumb, like a remote control, then 
there will be other opportunities to make up for it. 

Don’t be afraid to experiment 

Variation is key. If you found one gift that she 
likes, don’t think that your problem is solved by 
just getting different colors or variations of that 
item, year after year. Just like you, this time she 
may be in the mood for a gentle rub or some 
tongue action. You’re bound to like the way that 
she’ll show you her appreciation. That’s the 
hard part. She’s not likely going to tell you just 
how she likes it because she wouldn’t know how 
to describe it either and it’s not like there are 
directional signs. 

Don’t ask 

Whatever you do...DON’T ASK: Is this it? Or am 
I near yet? Am I getting it? Nothing would make 
her lose her hard-on faster than having to give 
a guided tour guised as encouragement. You’re 
looking for a gift, not the Titanic (though it might 
as well be for some luckless men who wouldn’t 
be able to find either, even with the help of GPS). 

If you’re paying attention, you’ll just know when 
you’ve got it. So be cool and act like you knew 
where it was all along. 

To make this completely idiot - proof, we’re 
throwing in some gift suggestions. Some women 
were asked what some of the worst gifts they 
got were and what they wished their boyfriends 
or husbands would give them, but never got the 
nerve to say out loud.... 

If you want to give her some kind of gadget: 
Gadget here is used loosely and broadly. Just 
like you guys, women like getting gadgets, but 


we draw the line at one thing - car gadgets. We don’t 
want to get things for our car as gifts, no matter how 
good your intentions are. So don’t even think about car 
alarms, jumper cables (don’t act surprised, yes, there 
are some of us who have gotten those gifts), and other 
car necessities. If your girl really needs a new set of 
wiper blades for safety reasons, then don’t wait for an 
occasion like her birthday, Christmas or worse, on your 
anniversary - just give it to her. A girl should receive a 
car gadget as a gift only from her brother/father, her 
gay friend (who would probably not know what to do 
with those things either and would probably need a set 
for himself), or her best guy friend - the men in her life 
who wouldn’t be able give her a hard on, even if they 
tried. 

There are so many other gadgets to choose from 
- a cellphone (iPhone, Blackberry, etc), an iPOD (8 GB or 
32? What about the iPAD?). The key to giving gadgets is 
to add a personal touch to them. Take for example, the 
iPOD. It’s so easy to just buy one, but if you really want 
to blow her mind, take the time to load her favorite 
songs in the iPOD or the songs that are memorable to 
both of you - like the song you first kissed to or was 
playing during your first date, (cheesy, yes, but we are 
talking about women here) 

If you want to give her jewelry: 

It may be old-fashioned, but when it comes to giving 
jewelry, you don’t want to give too much, too soon. 
You don’t want to come across as that kind of guy. 
You don’t give jewelry until she is your certified 
girlfriend or whatever other term you want to use 
for that position. Allow a certain number of months 
to pass before you give jewelry - like 3 months. And 
please, nothing with stones yet. You don’t want 
to appear too eager and desperate. Stones, should 
come in only after she’s seen you naked, has met 
and gotten the admiration of your posse, and your 
mother - in that order. If the order of events is such 
that she saw you naked only after the other two 


Variation is key. If you found one gift that she likes, 
don’t think that your problem is solved by just 
getting different colors or variations of that item, 
year after year 
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events, then that only means one thing - you need to 
get a bigger stone. 

For a personal touch, try getting her a pair of 
earrings in her birthstone. It’ll drive her wild to know 
that you researched her birthstone (what is the internet 
for?). If you’ve been an item for some time and have 
kids to show for it, a bracelet strung together with your 
collective birthstones would probably be so well-received 
that it would produce off spring... and another birthstone 
to add to the bracelet. 

Save the diamond for the “Will you marry me?” 
moment. There’s the reason why they say that a diamond 
is forever. 

If you want to give her shoes 

Don’t knock shoes as just another frivolous expense 
for women. You should know that for most gals, shoes 
are penis substitutes. Seriously. Why do you think we 
always have to have a new pair on a regular basis? 

I know, I know, you’re thinking how on earth would 
I be able to pull off buying her a pair of shoes without 
bringing her along with me and therefore ruining the 
whole element of surprise? Easy -- go with her on a 
shopping trip, even if it is with a heavy heart. She’s 
bound to pass by a shop with shoes that are just begging 
to be bought by her, but she just won’t for a variety 
of reasons, (one of them probably that she wishes you 
would get them for her). Then just snap them up when 
she’s not looking, or go back for them at a later time. If 
she had her eye on a pair of really sexy strappy shoes, 
add a note that says that you want to see her wearing 
just that in your gift card. 

If you want to buy her lingerie: 

By itself, this is already a very sexy, suggestive and 
luxurious gift. But in reality, there aren’t a lot of men 
who are aware about dangers of buying lingerie for a 
woman. For one, contrary to popular belief, you cannot 
cup your hands or open your mouth ever so wide to 
approximate boob size when the sales person asks you 
what cup size your girlfriend is. True, she probably 
won’t stay in it long enough before you tear it off, but 
unknown to most men, there are some things that she’ll 



obsess over even before a woman puts on lingerie 
— like she has to look just right in it, bulges 
carefully hidden and all other assets properly 
accentuated, a Herculean task. 

With the usual two piece panty and bra 
number, you risk insulting her by buying 
something too big or insulting her even more by 
buying something that is too small and would 
not fit her even with a few nips and tucks here 
and there. It is possibly, a no win situation. 

She’d probably be able to forgive you more for 
continuing to mistake something else for her 
clitoris, but not for giving her lingerie in the 
wrong size. 

If you’re dead set on the lingerie for 
whatever reason, go for the nice lacey teddies. 
Take her shopping for it, and offer to help her put 
it on in the dressing room. 

If you want to give her flowers: 

If you want to play it saf—flowers are an all time, 
fool-proof favorite that is sure to be appreciated 
by any woman. There’s just something so 
disarming and beauty pageant winner-ish about 
getting a bouquet of flowers. If you want to up the 
ante on the flowers, deliver them yourself to see 
her reaction when you give them to her. 

Hopefully, this is enough to get you started. 
Just like a woman’s g-spot, it takes a lot of effort, 
research and preparation to find just the right 
gift. But dude, when you’ve hit the bull’s eye, her 
reaction, the look on her face, and momentary 
forgetting of her name should be well worth all 
the effort. 

(If wondering if we’ll come out with a manual 
about clitoris finding for dummies... we’ll get to 
that when a man admits that he needs it.) 


B 
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THE COMIC ACTOR HAS A FEW PET PEEVES: HIS 
FINGERS ARE TOO FAT TO TEXT, AUDIENCES CAN BE 
RUDE, COMPUTERS ANNOY HIM—AND DON’T GET HIM 
STARTED ON HIPSTERS AND THEIR TINY JEANS 


■■■DNS 


BY ERIC SPITZNAGEL 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY FRANK W. OCKENFELS 3 


PLAYBOY: Your new movie Due Date is about a pair of 
strangers on a road trip to Los Angeles. Did you have 
any real-life experiences to draw on? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I’ve traveled back and forth from New 
York to California a few times. When I first moved 
out to California, I packed up a van with all three of 
my possessions—a globe, a mattress and a poster of 
Gorbachev—and then, along with my friends Lisa and 
Bobby, drove the 2,700-plus-mile trip through the land 
of plenty, heading toward the land of milk and honey. 

I also used to hitchhike in college with a sign that read 
i don’t have a gun. People really seemed to like the sign, 
and I got picked up often. 


PLAYBOY: Your character in Due Date is a deluded, 
self-involved would-be actor. Is that pretty much the 
truth about most actors? 


GALIFIANAKIS: Not really. I mean, it’s a business in 
which you are the product, so self-involvement comes 
with the territory. There are so many deluded people in 
the acting world. It’s like they’re hoping a limo will pull 
up next to them at a corner, roll down its window and 
some silhouette of a voice will say, “Hop in, kid. You’re 
perfect .” That’s the mentality of everybody, even all 
those piece-of-shit reality-show contestants. 



PLAYBOY: You originally wanted to be an actor before 
deciding on a career in stand-up comedy instead. What 
changed your mind? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I never found an acting class in New 
York City that satisfied me. I was always rolling my eyes 
in class because of the gravity of most of the students. 

I met a person in a bar who told me I should try stand- 
up. My first show was in the back of a hamburger joint. 
As soon as I stepped off the stage, I knew that would be 
my path. 
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I don’t have a short fuse, but I think it’s funny to get 
upset quickly, and I have the freedom to do that at my 
shows. But it has to be organic. 



PLAYBOY: Due Date features a soon-to-be-infamous 
scene in which you and a pet dog named Sonny 
masturbate together. Does this count as your first 
official cinematic sex scene? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I would think so. To be honest, I am 
too much of a snob to think I would like to see that in 
a movie. I dislike any sex scene in movies. But this is a 
first for me, so I’m eager to see how people react. Is it 
high cinema? No. Would Lassie have done it? No. But 
the director, Todd Phillips, likes to push the envelope. 



PLAYBOY: What about the old acting rule that you 
should never work with kids or animals because 
they’ll upstage you? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I had many discussions with Sonny 
about this very subject. He’s a French bulldog, so 
his English is not that great, but we managed to 
strike a balance about the tone we wanted to pull off 
together. 



PLAYBOY: You once claimed that you’ve gotten more 
successful as you’ve gained weight. Do you really 
think there’s a connection? 

GALIFIANAKIS: No, I was just trying to be clever. I 
miss being lighter. I want to get back to that. I can 
hardly text because of my fat fingers. 



PLAYBOY: How many pounds do you have to pack 
on before you win an Oscar? 

GALIFIANAKIS: Me personally? Two. 



PLAYBOY: Your beard has become part of your 
comic persona. What inspired you to grow it in the 
first place? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I have a birthmark in the shape of 
a question mark. No, I’m just not that much of a 
groomer. I bathe often, but as far as mirror time...I 
just don’t like the mirror. I try to cut the old lady off 


about once a year. People make such a big deal about 
my beard, and I find it so odd. 



PLAYBOY: Your stand-up persona has a very short 
temper. You’ve been known to berate your audience, 
attacking them for mild heckling or just not paying 
attention. Is that staged, or do you really have a 
short fuse? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I have a healthy disdain for people 
who are rude. I was brought up with manners, and 
if you are not respectful to those around you, then 
you deserve to be embarrassed in front of a thousand 
onlookers. I don’t have a short fuse, but I think it’s 
funny to get upset quickly, and I have the freedom to 
do that at my shows. But it has to be organic. 



PLAYBOY: Until recently, you made frequent jokes 
about how unrecognizable you are. Now with a few 
hits under your belt, do you enjoy being recognized? 
GALIFIANAKIS: I don’t like it at all. I’m not good 
with it. The other day I was at this fancy Indian 
restaurant in Manhattan, and these kids were secretly 
taking my photo with their camera phones. I flipped 
them off, and then they got really gun-shy and 
scared. I felt bad about that. I was just trying to be 
funny, but I ended up hurting their feelings. I went 
up to them and apologized. 



PLAYBOY: Your last name is a mouthful. Growing 
up, did you have a mnemonic device to learn how to 
spell it? 

GALIFIANAKIS: Yes. On Sesame Street there was a 
song called “Ladybugs’ Picnic” where they counted 
to 12. My last name has 12 letters, so my mom 
substituted the numbers for letters. And that is how 
we learned as kids. 



PLAYBOY: You grew up in Wilkesboro, North 
Carolina, which has a population of just a few 
thousand. Was it like growing up in Mayberry? 
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GALIFIANAKIS: Well, the gentleman who whistled 
the theme to The Andy Griffith Show came to 
my grade school. He whistled for an hour. Just 
whistled away. He went to work with no tools, no 
briefcase, no uniform at all. He just needed his 
mouth. That’s how he made a living, by whistling. I 
remember being in awe of him. He really did affect 
me. 



PLAYBOY: You’ve had several unique and bizarre 
day jobs, from working as a busboy in a strip joint 
to being a nanny. If you ever retire from comedy, 
which of your former day jobs would you consider 
revisiting? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I wasn’t good at any of them. 

I despise strip clubs, and being a nanny is 
frustrating when the children can beat you up. I 
would like to be a train robber if this all goes away. 
Which it will. 



PLAYBOY: You were also a waiter at a drag-queen 
restaurant. How do you look in a dress? 
GALIFIANAKIS: I was the only guy not required to 
dress as a woman. The drag queens did not like 
me, though. I always thought the way they dressed 
was so hacky. I feel drag queens are often mocking 
women. I never thought I would say that last 
sentence in my life, but I finally did. 



PLAYBOY: In comedy sketches, you sometimes play 
an acting teacher named Tairy Greene who gives 
surreal and useless advice to his students. What’s 
your best and worst career advice for aspiring 
comics? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I’m awful at giving advice. I just 
told someone the other day they should invest in 
the Von Dutch trucker-hat company. Having said 
that, my best advice is just to get on stage as much 
as possible. And my worst advice is that you should 
listen to me. 



PLAYBOY: The jockstrap you wore during one of 
the opening scenes in The Hangover has become 
legendary. Any chance it’ll end up on eBay someday? 
GALIFIANAKIS: EBay? You mean the Smithsonian? 
You do not put works of historical magnitude such 
as that up for auction on eBay. No, I don’t have the 
jockstrap anymore. I think I gave it to my great-aunt 
for Christmas. 



PLAYBOY: You wore a Baby Bjorn for much of The 
Hangover, and ever since there’s been a spike in 
sales for baby carriers. If you could inspire another 
cultural or consumer trend, what would it be? 
GALIFIANAKIS: Ceiling fans for your car. 



PLAYBOY: When you hosted Saturday Night Live 
you mentioned in the monologue how much you 
hate Brooklyn hipsters. But you’re kind of known 
as a hipster comic. Are you filled with self- 
loathing? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I’m not sure what a hipster is, but 
if I am one, then I know I don’t like them. I always 
thought hipsters were the guys with tiny jeans, 
trust funds and thin bodies who make references 
to art galleries I’ve never heard of. I see them in 
my neighborhood and they are too cool. Try saying 
good morning to them. When someone says good 
morning to me on the street, I love it. 



PLAYBOY: During your stand-up sets you sometimes 
accompany yourself on piano. Is that your security 
blanket? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I think it became a security blanket 
for me, and then it became too limiting. I don’t do it 
as much as I used to. I really don’t know how to play 
the piano. I’m making it up as I go along. 



PLAYBOY: You purportedly hate technology, 
especially phones, because you don’t like being too 
easy to get in touch with. Are you trying to become 
the J.D. Salinger of comedy? 

GALIFIANAKIS: I’m on the phone all the time, 
it seems. But in North Carolina, where I’m from, 
occasionally there’s no cell coverage, and we don’t 
have long distance at the house. It frees you. I will 
never have the courage to do it, but I really would 
like to get rid of my computer. 
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T akshent in Uzbekistan means the city of stone. The city had a long 
cultural history thank to its location right smack in the middle of 
what was once known as the Silk Road. After being destroyed by an 
earthquake in the ‘60s however, Takeshent was rebuilt by the then 
ruling government of the USSR to be a model Soviet city. By the time the 
Soviet Union dissolved, Takshent was the fourth largest city in the union 
and one of the centers for science and engineering. 

Takshent is now the current capital of what is now known as 
Uzbekistan. It’s also a bastion of culture thanks to the many Soviet-era 
museums that had been left there. It’s also considered by Muslims as 
the most cultural city in the world thanks to the abundance of historical 
mosques located in the area. For this and a lot of reasons, Takshent has 
been called the most beautiful city in Central Asia. 


Natasha Alam 

True Blood’s 


Undead 


Undressed 
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It”s no surprise then that someone as gorgeous 
as Natasha Alam was born of such a lovely place. The 
statuesque model was born in Takshent when it was still part 
of the USSR. She attended the University of Technology for 
Aviation before she eventually decided to take her perfectly 
chiseled features and figure to Moscow where she would 
try her hand at modeling. After working as a model in the 
Russian capital for a few years, she would eventually be 
scouted by an Italian modeling agency where she would begin 
modeling for some of the top designers all across Europe. 

If her penetrating stare and cascading blond hair seem a 
bit familiar to you then you must have seen her in her many 
TV and movie appearances. Since 2002, the Russian beauty 
has made appearances in such high profile shows like CSI: 
Crime Scene Investigation, NYPD:Blue and Entourage. She also 
recently did a stint in the daytime soap opera, The Bold and 
the Beautiful. She has most recently been seen in the hit HBO 
Television series True Blood. 

Fans who watched the third season of the series will 
remember her as Yvetta, the lovely Estonian who worked as 
one of the dancers at the Fangtasia. She was also a lover to 
both Eric Northman (played by Alexander Skarsgard) and 
Pam de Beaufort (played by Charlaine Harris). Many will also 
remember (if you didn’t watch it on local cable of course) 


the steamy scene with her and Alexander Skarsgard at the 
basement of the Fangtasia in one of the earlier episodes of the 
third season. 

To those wondering about her peculiarly non-Russian 
sounding last name, she was married when she started 
her acting career—and to a grandson of a shah of Iran 
nonetheless. She’s been divorced since 2005 however though 
she continues to bear the title of Princess along with her 
husband’s last name. 

She does a lot more than act and model however, the 
picturesque Russian American is also the lead vocalist for Los 
Angeles based rock band, Shanri-la. More surprising—given 
how magnificent she looks in the next couple of pages—is 
the fact that she actually gave birth to her first child just last 
year! You totally have to admire somebody who can keep her 
figure like that. 

Though it’s unclear whether the current True Blood 
storyline will allow for her character’s comeback but we’re 
bound to see more of her soon with a few movie deals already 
in the works. While waiting for that though, we present 
the next few pages that’ll surely sate your appetite in the 
meantime. 
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PROjtK 


A newly formed band headed by ‘ 
Gerald "Jek" Manuel lAXE's lead 
vocalist and I he voice behind the hit 
song “ako'y sayo.ika'y akin". After his 
previous band disband last year. He 
assembled the band called "DEEP 
PROJEK". 

DEEP PROJEK BAND MEMBERS: 
GerakTJek" Manuel (lead vocals) 
JunieToleza (IAXE fast lead guitarist) 
John Paolo Lopingco (played with 
the !AXE as a drummer) 

Emil “plankton’ Bon doc (Am el 
Pineda's bassist for his band zoo) 

Nitz De I os Reyes (keyboardist of 
Rockstar2) 

The group already had performed live 
at certain political campaign, campus 
tours and private functions. Bringing 
back the song from 80's new wave, 
classic rock, rock and alternative 
music. PROJEK is always ready to 
give you the music of a life and 
entertainment. 


' Foomore booking inquiries 

™ ON GAM PRODUCTION INC. 

Handler: Ken Dalisay/ Carlo Maceda 
Contact Number: 09178337536 
Email: deepprojek@yahoo.coni 
Facebook: deep proiek 



■wm 
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For booking and inquiries, please contact 
CLARENCE "CLANG" SANTOS 
at 0927- 4014755, or email us thru 
ba nda ng h in I a I ato @ ya hoo .com , 
or check us out over our website at 
h tip J/h inla lato. m u I tiply.com f 
or thru our facebook account at 
http ://www.face boo k. com/hin la la to 






HuiCaEab 


Roochies 


irCItinirw* ■■ 1 

W|j| 


For bookings and inquiries: 0917- 609035 6 
email/ facebook: planetroochies@yahooxom 
look for Jojo "JahchiltiT Maravilla 
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t'or bookings and inquiries: 09UG-5 I 15315 
website: kadangvanbandphili |>pines 
email: tambulan2000@\alioo.com 
Manager/ handler: Don Genalo Productions 
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Inevitably, the hotties of Playboy spell life with the letters F-U-N. Playboy lets us have the best nights out in the best 
hot spots in town. Miss May 2008 Billy along with the Misses of 2010 Echo, Naj, Ariane, Rhea and I were all living 
the life. Young and positive is what we are! 


WE LOVE 
PLAYMATE ECHO 

Miss June 2010 Echo Caceres 
celebrated her youth with 
rest of the Playboy family. 
She definitely grew more 
beautiful as she turned 22 last 
September. We celebrated 
with some good food from 
Padrino. Let me just say the 
Playmates 7 birthdays are 
always done the finest way 
possible! 
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Pla^ mate Update 



Miss 2010 Echo and yours truly. Miss April 2010 Sky hosted 
the Rock The Rabbit event this year. All those huge bands 
and all the fun people in one of Manila's best events halls 
made us feel so lucky to be hosting! We might be doing a lot 
of this so you guys better watch out! 


MORE THAN YOUR 
ORDINARY GIRL 



MUSIC MADE SEXY 



We Playmates d' 
their voice less< 
Maestro Chito 
you'll alsa 


ion just dressing 
e Lounge in 
nly will you 
gaga whej 


press. The Playmates attended 
ih the coolest music teacher, 
by staring at our sexiness but 
lade you. 


JUST SHOOT IT 



It was an honor for the Playmates and Models of PLAYBOY to 
be the muses of the Philippine Basketball Team. Last month. 
Playmate Angelae, Naj and I were joined by our lovely models, 
Jobie, Leiann and Sheanne at the opening of the Asian Basketball 
League. I'd have to say, I love being so international! 
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Pla\ mate Update 



PLAYMATE BUNNIES 


INTRODUCING 
PLAYMATE ANGELAE 

Playmate Angelae, better known as Miss 
October 2010, is not new to the family. 
She was one of the lucky Playboy models 
chosen to be an ambassadress for this 
year. This flawless Playmate is excited for 
her upcoming graduation from college. 
She's out to prove that she is more 
than just another sexy college student. 
Congratulations on becoming a Playmate! 
You definitely earned it! 


The Playmates and Bunnies of PLAYBOY have always been the highlight of any party. We 
recently attended the 5th Anniversary party of PLAYBOY'S good friend, the Business Mirror. A 
lot of people were pleased and excited about our participation that night. Every event involving 
both of these brands is bound to be talked about. 


WALK THE WALK 

They always say that you have to walk the talk. As a Playboy girl, I have always been proud to tell people about my Playmate title. I never knew 
that being this confident would land me in to a job that I have always dreamt of. This month is more than sweet to me, for it was my first time 
to click on the ''ON-AIR'' button for 99.5 RT. Being the first Playmate DJ here in the Philippines, it makes me put both hands down to PLAYBOY 
who have opened up the door for me. 
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Pla\ mate Update 


IDEAL CHRISTMAS DAY 
BY PLAYMATE NAJ 


¥ 



The ideal Christmas day of Miss July 2010 Naj is spent with her 
brothers with some good food and white wine. Since her mom is 
away right now, she plans to cook their Christmas meals by herself. 
Being the eldest in the family, this Ms. Independent is definitely 
going to make her Christmas day as warm as she wants! 


THE PLAYMATE'S RIDE 



What could be the best than to be crowned as the first ever Playmate of 
the Year in the Philippines? Miss May 2008, Billy Ann Abeleda gets her 
first drive around town with the car that is dreamed of by every Playmate. 
As a true blooded ambassadress, this lucky girl does not only get the title, 
but also the steering wheel to achieve bigger things as Miss Playboy. You 
deserve all the best, our favorite Playmate! 



"To be crowned as the First Playmate of the Year is such an honor. Up to now, I still 
smile every time I think of the night when I was awarded. I would always owe it to 
Playboy for making me the first luckiest girl! So to all of those who would like to take 
the same steps as I did and be the next Playmate of the Year, well don't wait to strut 
the sexiness and your love for Playboy!" 


2010 <3/taumate of the 


mote 
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V Playboy News 

ROCK THE RABBIT 
WOWS THE MAKATI 

A-Venue Events Hall was the site of PLAYBOY'S 
third annual music event on September 24, 
hosted this time around by Playmates Sky and 
Echo. A total of 22 bands played that night, 
showcasing their talents and proving why 
they are the up and coming bands of today's 
generation. Members of the audience were 
also pleased when PLAYBOY models walked 
down the ramp for the Playboy lingerie fashion 
show. The grand winner of Playboy Academy 
2010's dance contest, TIP Talents Guild, also 
performed. Red Horse Beer and Beer Below 
Zero were present as sponsors, along withe 
media partners Business Mirror, 99.5RT, Jam 
88.3, NU 107.5, and UR 105.9. PLAYBOY 
would also like to thank 4U2 for the event 
make-up and RAJA Medic for the standby 
medics and ambulance. 






122 PLAYBOY 





















PHOTOS By: Jeff Rebostillo, Willie Samson, Donnie Villanueva 
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V Playboy News 

Playmate of the Year 

2010 


Playboy celebrated the first ever Playmate of 
the Year awarding with a bang! Republiq Club 
was jam packed with VIPs, Celebreties, and 
press. Not to mention our lovely Playmates. 
May 2008 Playmate Ms. Billy Ann Abeleda 
gained the title of first Playmate of the Year 
together a whole bunch of other perks. 
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Mr. Nobou Koshiba 0928-2140995 / 02- 8125575 (Makati City) 
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¥ Playboy News 

RADIO TOUR 


The lovely Playboy ladies make their visit at 
their Radio Tour stations. 

Once again they hit the airwaves as they 
promote more fun events presented by 
Playboy. 
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V Playboy News 

September Playmate Rhea and cover girls PYT 

warmly greeted the press during their launch at Club Phi at 

Ortigas Center. 


Playboy Playmates, Bunnies, and models had a Blast during 
their out of town trips and invitation in Bacolod and Bicol. 
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Where How to Buy 


Below is a list of retailers and manufacturers you can 
contact for information on where to find this month's 
featured merchandise. 


PLAYBOY Store 

Australia - Melbourne 
447 Chapel St. So. Yarra 
Melbourne Australia, 3141 
Tel: 61-398276615 
Fax: 61-398279592 

Email: southyarra@playboyfashion.com.au 
Hong Kong 
Shop Cl-C2 
Hamilton Mansion 
1 -3 Cleveland St. 

Causeway Bay, Hong Kong 
Tel: 852-2576-0377 

Thailand - Bangkok 
Central World Plaza Mall, 

999/9 PLAYBOY Store, 

Unit# F206 - 2nd floor 
Praram 1 Rd. Khet Pratumwan, 


Kwang Patumwan, Bangkok, 

10330, Thailand 
Tel: 662-613-1023 

United Kingdom 
153 Oxford Street 
London, W1 D2JQ 
Tel: 44-020-7292-6080 

USA - Las Vegas 
Ceasar's Palace 

3500 Las Vegas Blvd. So. E-18B 
Las Vegas, NV 89109 
Tel: 702-851-7470 

USA - Las Vegas 

The Palms, 4321 West Flamingo Road 
Las Vegas, NV 89103 
702-942-7777 


Velvet Rose 

Robinsons Galleria 
3rd Level 

EDSA cor. Ortigas Ave., Pasig City Metro Manila 
Telephone: 683-0329 

Shangri-la Plaza Mall 
3rd Level 

EDSA cor. Shaw Blvd., Mandaluyong City Metro Manila 
Telephone: 631 -4323 

SM Mall of Asia 
2nd Level, Main Mall 

Central Business Park, Bay Blvd., Bay City Pasay City 
Metro Manila 
Telephone: 556-0731 
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HARBOUR 

CENTRE 

PORT TERMINAL. INC, 


Nov 20 Saturday 8PM vs Chang Thailand Slammers 
Dec 9 Thursday 4PM vs KL Dragons 
Dec 18 Saturday 8PM vs Singapore Slingers 

Jan 9 Sunday 8PM vs KL Dragons official hotel of the abl 


a he 


Ln )i jjM 

, jj 




rl 

JnH ■ W f 

L, /f 

irll 

ft Hft # 




WL ^ 

m 1 

















ISSN EOlE-DEfil 


^ 77ED1E DEfiODL 


NOVEMBER/DECEMBER 
































